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+ Tomcur a child of chance is hither brought, 
| Who could be neither borrow'd, begg'd, nor bought 5 

. Nay, ſo alert was ſaid to be the droll, 

"Twas well affirm'd he was not to be ſtole ; 
But hence diſpatch'd, back by Apollo's warrant, 
A meſſenger has kidnapp'd this wag-errant; 
Poetic fugitive, has hither dragg'd him, 
And fafely here arriv'd has now ungagg'd him 
To plead before this court his whole amenance, 
Where, ſhould you ſentence him to public penance, 
Oh, ſad-reverſe ! how would he foam and fiet, 
And ſigh for Paris and his ſweet Soubrettel 
Where twice ten thouſand tongues are proud to greet 
him, | 
And wing'd applauſe on tip-toe ſtands to meethim z- 
Where the grim guard in nightly rapture ſtands, 
And grounds his muſket to get at his hands; 
Where the retentive pit all prone Vadore him, 
Repeats his Jon mots, half a bar before him; 
15 While every bel-eſprit at every hit, 
Grows fifty fold more conſcious of his wit. 


If © far-fetch'd, and dear bought,” give trifles worth, 
Sure you'll applaud our Figaro's ſecond birth. 
Nought of his preſent merit muſt we ſay; 
Bear but in mind our day's a Spanith day. 
Cupid in warmer climes urg'd by the grape, 

Calls not each petty violence a rape 
But, oft his vot'ries leaves intoxicate, 
Hence Figaro himſelf is illegitimate“. 


A 2 Sanction'd 


Here Mr. Holeroſt, who ſpoke the Prologue the firſt three 
nights, introduced the following lines: 

Fain would I ſpeak a word of what I feel, 
My boſom hopes and fears; but I appeal— 


Not 


. 


Sanction'd by you, howe'er this little blot, 
If once in faſhion will be ſoon forgot ; 
That ſignature which each kind hand beſtows, 
Shall make him-well-receiv'd where'er he goes. 


Not to your juſtice—that I dread to meet. 

But tothe clement heart, that gracious ſeat ; 

Where melting mercy fits enthron'd, ſedate, f 
Turning her eyes from errors, mild in ſtate, 7 
Pidding this maxim in her mem'ry live, ö 
is human to offend, *tis godlike to ſorgive l“ 
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THE MARRIAGE OF FIGARO: 


1 1 


SCENE, A Raom at the Counts; Fi ARO diſcovered 
meaſuring the Room. with a. ten Feet Rule. A great 
Chair on. 


"cs Erith feet by twenty-ſix, 
Enter Suſan. 
Suſan. Twenty-fix ! Why, what are you meaſuring. 
the chamber for ? 
Fig. To ſee if the bed the Count means to give us: 
preparatory: to our nuptials will ſtand here. 
- Suſan. Here! what in this chamber? 
Fig. Ves, in this chamber. 
Su ſan. I won't lie in this chamber. 
Fig. No! why ſo? 
Suſan.” Becauſe I wor't. 
Fig. Your reaſon, Suſan ? 
Suſan, Reaſon! Perhaps, I have no reaſon ; or per- 
haps I don't chooſe to give my reaſon, It is too near 
the Count's, 


A 3 Tig. 
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Fig. The Count's ! 


Suſan. Yes, too near Count Almaviva's, who only 
three years ſince, by thy aſſiſtance, gained Roſina from 
her jealous guardian Doctor Bartholo ; and who in the 
firſt tranſports of his paſſion for her, gave up the privi- 
lege of his diſtrict— | | | 

Fig. Which he's very ſorry for,—the pleaſure of 
ſleeping the firſt night with every bride, which you = 
know, as Lord of the Manor he had a right to claim, -— 
and then returning from the ruſtics in the country to the 1 
Caſtle and his wife. 

Suſan. Thy wife you mean. | 

Fig. Hey! | e | 

Suſan. A young bride, on the morning of ber mar- 
riage is better than a negleQed wife. Do you think 
how, Mr. Wiſeacre, that the portion the Count has 
promiſed us, is meant as a reward for thy ſervices? 

Fig. To be ſure. I think I have ſome reaſon to 
hope ſo. + = | 

Suſan. Indeed ! Lord, Lord ! what great fools are 

you men of wit! 'Tis meant as a reward for ſervices 
and fa vours he expects me to grant; and which his 
faithfal agent Baſil never fails to repeat to me every 

; morning with my leſſon. 

Fig. Baſil! 

Suſan. Yes, Baſil, his amorous ſolicitor. 

Fig. Indeed! But if a tough aſhen plant or ſupple 
jack twine not round his ſoliciting fide.-Oh, that it 
were but poſſible to turn the tables on this arch 
poacher, lead this Count of ours into a fool's paradife, 
and make him pay for a delicious morſel he ſhall never 
taſte. (Kiſſing ber hand.) | 

Suſan. Ay, now art thou in thy element. —Plots 

and contrivances (Bell rings) Oh! there's my Lady's 
bell.—!I muſt fly. She deſired me not to fail coming firſt 
to her bedfide this morning. TT | 

Fig. But why the firſt? | 

Suſan. Becauſe you know, they ſay the ſight of a 

' bride in the morning of her marriage, is lucky to a ne- 
glected wife. | EN. 

EI Fig. 
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Fig. Ay, my dear Suſan, you ſhall never be fo ne- 
glected. Give me one kiſs to ſharpen my wits, and 
vive my invention a whet, that I may be even with the 
Count. (Going to kiſs ber.) 8 : 

Suſan. No, no, no. If | kiſs my lover to-day, what 
will my huſband fay to me to-morrow ? by 

Fig. Oh thou dear girl ! (Kiſſes her.) 

Suſan. Pſhaw ! when will you leave off thus triffing 
from morning to night ? | 

Fig. When? Why, when 1 can trifle thus from 
night till morning. | 3 
* Suſan. Oh, you liquoriſh rogue! [Exit Suſan. 

Fig. What a charming girl! She's an angel! Such 
grace, ſo much meekneſs, prudence and modeſty! Oh 
Figaro, thou art a happy man f—=So, Mr. Bafil, you are 
my noble Count's amorous emiſſary, and to my bride 
too ! But PI] teach you to put your ſpoon in my 
milk, *Tis plain why the Count, who has made me 
the ſteward of his houſhold at the Caftle, ſhould now 
change his mind, and appoint me meffenger in ordinary 
on this his embaſſy to France, and Suſan lady of the 


| back-ſtairs, and ambaſſadreſs of his bed-chamber. l, a 


truſty ſecretary, daſhing through thick and thin, wear- 
ing myſelf to a ſkeleton, for the good of my noble lord's 
family ; he, labouring night and day for the increafe of 
mine. That is too much by half, What! repreſent 
his majeſty and me both at once! No, no, no, that is 
being too kind But hold, hold—a moment's reflection, 
friend Figaro, on the affairs of the Day. Then firft 
keep away a certain Jady called Marcelma, who has 
lent thee money, and wants thee to marfy her; and 
which it will be very convenient for thy affairs never 
more to mention. But talk of the devil Hey! 
what is that old raſcal here too ? | : 


Enter Marcelina and Doctor Bartholo. 


Mar. Good-morrow, Mr. Bridegroom. 

Fig. Good-morrow, Madam Marcelina,.=Oh, doc- 
tor Bartholo, are you here ? | | 
Bar. Don't you ſee I am? 


Fig. 
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Jig. This is kind. What, are you come to ſee me 
married ? | 
724 No, to ſee "Ul hanged firſt, [Turns 1b. 
Very much obliged to you, doQor, and you, 
e FW ; becauſe you ſee tis not compatible with 
my happineſs to marry you, you are determined to 
fruſtrate my plan of gabel. and hinder my marriage 
with Suſan ! 
Mer. Don't entertain me with ſuch converſation. | 
Fig. You ſee I can't love you. Why will you 
endeavour to make me hate you ? [Exit Figaro. 
Bar. Now there's a raſcal that will never mend. 
Mar. No, doctor, 'tis you will never mend, fo 
eternally dull, flow, and inſenſible. 
Bar. But why am I ſent far 3 in ſuch haſte ? Is the 


Count Poles ? 


Mar. No, doctor; 'tis the es | is indiſpoſed. 
Bar, Ah! what's her diſorder? 
| Mar, A faithleſs huſband. 
Bar, A wery common complaint. 

Mar. The Count has forſaken her, and falls i in love. 
with every freſh face. 

Bar. I am glad of it. It ſerves her right for her 
uſage to me. I knew Count Almaviva would revenge 
the wrongs of doctor Bartholo. So the Count has for- 
ſaken ker, and ſhe I ſuppoſe returns the obligation. 

Mar. Charitable doctor! 

Bar. And that arch raſcal Figaro and Suſan are 
going to be married, and the Count is willing. Eh . 
he's an agent in the buſineſs. 

Mar. No, doctor; the Count wiſhes to act as prin- 
cipal, rather than as agent. 

Bar. What, in private with the bride ? And ſhe, I. 
ſuppoſe, has no objection to it. 

Mar. Baſil, her muſic maſter, ſays to the eontrary. 

Bar. Bafil ! what is that raſcal here too.? This 
houſe is a den of thieves. 

Mar. Yes, he is here ; and is every day perſecut- 
ing me with his fulſome addreſſes. There's no getting 
rid of thein. | 

Bar. Making love to you! | 
7 Mar. 
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Mar Yes, doctor; making love to me. 
Bar. Marry him, marry him. I'll anſwer for the 
cure. | 

Mar. Very obliging. And pray, doctor, why don't 
you get rid of me by the ſame means? 

Bar. Why, what the devil is the matrimonial furor 
on you again ? Hy: | 

May. Ves, doctor; and ſince you are refolved not 
to marry me yourſelf, will you aſſiſt me to marry 
another? | 

Bar. Moſt willingly, with all meekneſs of heart. 
But what mortal is ſo ſcrfaken, fo abandoned of the 
world and women, to be mad enough to matry thee ? 

Mar. Who! Why, who but Figaro; the youthful, 
the engaging, the blooming, the generous Figaro. 

Bar. Yes, engaging and generous as a highway- 
man. . 
Mar. As a nobleman ; and he has kindly promiſed 
to marry me. 

Bar. Promiſed ! What, has he given you an,. 

Mar. Yes, and under his own hand; and as the 
Count you know is judge in his own lorcſhip, and as 
he wants Suſan for himſelf, | know his reſpect for 
juſtice will make Figaro's promiſe to me valid. © 

Bar. Excellent ! By Galen, I ſhall be revenged for 
all the wrongs he has done me by ſtealing my ward, and 
cheating me of an hund ed piſtoles. The raſcal ſhall 
marry my old houſe-keeper. | | 

Mar, So he ſhall, dottor—he ſhall marry me. Yes, 
yes, he ſhall marry me, | 


Emer Suſan, with a gown or ſac que in her hand, and a 
cap with a morone coloured ribbon. 


- Suſan. Marry you! Who? not my Figaro. 
Mar. And why not me'as well as you? 
Bar. Servant, Mrs. Suſan, We were juſt ſaying 
how happy Figaro would be with ſuch a at” 


Mar. Ves; the young lady's'a pretty fort of perſon. 
Suſan. The young lady is as pretty ſort of perſon, 
I ſuppoſe, as the old lady. | | 


Bar. 


Y 
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Bar. Ay, now for it, now for a quarrel. [A/ide. 
Mar. I fancy the Count thinks ſo. Well, well; 
*tis but fit he ſhould partake of pleaſures he ſo liberally 
beſtows on his vaſſals. | [Exennt Mar. and Bar. 
Suſan. Why, you old Sybil—zet along. Becauſe 
ſthe took care of my lady in her infancy, and had the 


_ tormenting her in her youth, ſhe thinks ſhe has a light 
to domineer over every body in the Caſtle, When that 


old cat is here, I always forget what I come for. 
[ Hangs the gown on the chair. 


| Enter Page, 
Page. Ah, my dear Suſan, how happy am I to find 


you alone ! a 
'* Suſan. Well; and what have you got to ſay to me, 
now you have found me alone? . | 

Page. A great deal, Suſan, My Lord is going to 
ſend me back to my papa and mama; fo I come to get 
= to ſpeak to the Counteſs, to intercede with my 

ord ; and if my charming godmother don't obtain 
a pardon for me, I ſhall be for ever deprived of thy 
ſweet company. | | | Ta 

Suſan, My ſweet company l Poor dear child | He's 
courting all day with Agnes, in love with my Lady, and 
diſtreſſed at leaving my ſweet company! Why, you 
lttle amorous rogue, you are in love with every woman 
you meet. | RP : 

Page. I know I am, Sufan, and I cannot help it. 
like to make love; and when Pve nobody to make 
loye to, I breathe my paſſion to the winds, the waters, 
the frees, and ſometimes to myſelf, Why, it was but 
yeſterday I met Marcelina— | 

Suſan, Marcelina! You have named a pretty 
object for love truly. | | 

Page. Why, ſhe's a woman, Suſan. 

Suſan, A pretty creature indeed ! But pray, my 
young gentleman, how came you to incur my Lord's 
diſpleaſure. 


Page. Becauſe he found me in the chamber of 
8 | Suſan, 


3 
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Suſan. And pray, what were you doing in the 
chamber of Agnes! Bo 

Page. I was only teaching her the love-ſcene ſhe's 
to play in the new comedy. WH 

Suſan. And my Lord wanted to teach her himſelf. 

Page. He bid me get out for a little — and he 
called me ſuch a name. 3 

Suſan, Ay! what was it? 

Page, I can't for my life tell you what. Fm aſhamed 
to tell it before a woman. Ab, Suſan, Agnes is very 
kind to me. She is good-natured enough to liſten to 
Weg ang that's more than you will, though I love 
you lo. 

Suſan. The boy's bewitched. Love me, you little 
amorous villain !--Þ1I tell my lady what you ſay. She 
ſhall know of your tricks in Agnes's chamber. Yes, 
yes; the Counteſs ſhall know of all your tricks. 

Page. Oh, my charming godmother! Ah, Suſan, 
ſhe is a divinity, an Angel! Her very. ſmiles are 
awful. 6 
Suſun. Oh, very well. That's as much as to ſay, 

you may do what _ 7 N with ſuch as Agnes and me. 
Page. Oh, Suſan, Suſan! how I do envy thee being 
always with my dear Lady in her chamber, undreſſing 
her every night, dreſſing her every morning, putting her 
to bed, locking at her, touching her! oh, Suſan, Suſan, 
what have you got there? (Pointing to the rikband.) 

Suſan. Oh, the boy's certainly diſtracted! This, 
Hannibal, is the charming ribbon that binds the cap, 
that enfolds the auburn ringlets of the beauteous Coun» 

teſs every night. | 
age. That dear ribbon ! 

Suſan. Yes, this dear ribbon, 

Page. Give it we, Suſan. 

buen. Give it you! Indeed I won't. 

Page. Let me juſt ¶ ſnatches it.) 

Suſan, Give it me again, or 1 ſhall be very angry. 

Page. Be as angry as thou wilt, you ſhall never 
have it again. You ſhall have one of my eyes ſaoner. 

Suſan, I ſay I will have it. Tis my Lady's ribbon; 
ſo give it me. 
N | Page. 


—— — 


—— 


12 THE FOLLIES OF A DAY : OR, 
Page. If you don't be eaſy, Suſan, I'll kiſs you. 


| [Runs to her. 

Suſan. Oh! let me alone, you little rogue. —Well, Ill 
venture to ſay, that in two or three years, thou wilt be 
the verieſt knave, the moſt deceitful villain that falſe- 
hood ever framed. | 
(Page puts the ribbon into his breaſt, and takes out a 

paper.) 

Page, Here, Suſan, take this paper. It contains a 
ſong I made on my beauteous Lady, my charming 
godmother. 1 

Count (without). Jaques! Jaques! (calls ts 4 
fervant. 5 8 | 

Suſan. Oh dear! Pm undone. Here's my Lord. 

Page. Oh dear! what will become of me? This 
is as bad as the chamber of Agnes. 

Count. Jaques. (They run about confuſed till they 
ritet at the great chair, the page ſlips bebind the chair.) 
Page. Oh dear! oh dear! 

Suſan. Here, here! (They run about, fc.) 


Enter Count. 


Count. Ah, my charming girl, have I found you at 
aſt? How fortunate to meet thee thus alone !—You 
ſeem confuſed. [Sits doaun in the great chair. 

Suſan. Oh dear! only conſider if my Lady ſhould 

find you here. 
Count. Why, I muſt confeſs that would be a little 
mal a propos. But the King has done me the honour 
(kiſſes her hand) to appoint me his '&i//es) ambaſſador to 
the cout of (kiffes) France. I ſhall give Figaro an 
excellent polt (plays with ber hand) and as 'tis the duty 
of every wife to follow her huſband, we ſhall then, 
my Suſan, have opportunities enough. = 

Suſan. Now, my Lord, how can you talk fo? 

| 25 Fidgetting. 
Count. Why not, my lovely girl ? [ Kiffes her hand. 
* Suſan, I thought (he comes from the chair, he follows. ) 
your love for my Lady, whom you took fo much 
pains to fleal from her old guardian Doctor Bartholo, 
3h; Was 
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was too pure to let you think of any other woman; and 
for whom, in the rapture of your tranſport you aboliſhed 
a certain odious cuſtom of of — int 

Count. Of claiming a certain privilege, and for which 
deed all the pretty girls are ready to hang themſelves. 
Are not they, Suſan ? (Pulling her.) 

Suſan. No indeed, my Lord; 'tis no ſuch thing. 

Count. But why, Sufan, are you for ever fo ſhy ? 
Do, my ſweet girl, meet me this evening by the twi- 
light, near the pavillion. [ Having ſiill hold of her. 

Son. Upon wy life I can't, I won't do any ſuch 
thing. 

Chan. Now, my dear Sufan, if thou wilt but grant 
me this ſmall favour, there is nothing I won't do for 
thee, | 
Baſil. (without) Is my Lord this u ay? : 

Suſan. There, my Lord, there's Baſil. I would 
not he ſhould find you here for the univerſe. What 


ſhall I do? He runs about. 
TCount. Huſh! where the devil ſhall J hide myſelt? * 


Where can I lie concealed ? Zounds ! here's a chair, 
Fil hide behind that. (Retires bebird the chair, the page 
getting into it, and Suſan covering him with the tail of 


| the gown, the body part hung ing over the back of the 


chair.) | 
Suſan. There, lie cloſe. | | 
Count. Ay, ay, never fear. [Thi-king fre ſpeaks 15 


Vin. 
Enter Baſil. 


Bal. He's not in his own room, perhaps he's 
K Suſan's. Oh, Sufan, I thought my Lurd had been 

cre, | 

Suſan. Here! what ſhould he be here gor? | 

Bail. You know very well for what. It would 
not be very ſurprizing if he was, as he is fo very fond 
of you. | | 


Suſan, It would be more ſurp-izing to find you 


honeſt. ' | 


ail. But why ſnoul ke not be here, when you 
how he adores you ? 


Su, ax. 


— — 
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Suſan. I know no ſuck thing. 

Bafil. But Figaro is in queſt of him to ſign the 
Marriage articles. | 
Suſan. Then he's in queſt of the man, who wiſhes 

moſt to injure him, yourſelf excepted. : f 

Baſil. It's very ſtrange now, that civility to the 
wife ſhould be called injuiy to the huſband. $5 

Count. (from behind.) Now I ſhall hear how he 
pleads my cauſe. - | 
Bail. For my part, I always thought marriage of all 
things the greateſt farce. And you, though you won't 
admit the addreſſes of his lordſhip, have no objec- 
tion to Figaro; ſo that if you faſt to-day, you'll feed 
to-morrow, grace being firſt duly ſaid. 

Suſan. Don't ſhock my ears with any of your idle 
ſayings. 

Bal. Ay, ay; but I know,-madam Suſan, that 
tis not Figaro that is a bar to my Lord's amours, but a 
certain page, who is hankering after every woman in 
the houſe. I have obſerved his amorous looks and 
ogling eyes. He certainly does throw out ſome very 
ſignificant glances at a certain beautiful Counteſs. 
But let him beware, for if my Lord finds him out 
he'll kill him; he'll make him dance without muſic, I 
warrant him. | 

Suſan. Hold your tongue, you wicked devil, do! 

Bail. Yes, I know I'm a wicked devil, only for 
opening my eyes. | | 

Suſan. There is not a word of truth in what you 
utter. You are a compoſition of falſehood. | 

Bafil. Why you know the ſong he made. Wasn't 
it upon you he made the ſong he goes ſinging up and 
down the houſe every morning? Twas either on you 
or my Lady. | 

Suſan. Hold your tongue! Tis ſuch as you who 
talk in this ridiculous manner, and inyent ſuch wicked 
lies of the poor boy, becauſe you know he's fallen 
yader my Lord's diſpleaſure, to hinder his preferment 
in the family. | 4 

Baſil. I invent! 

Suſan, Ves, you invent. : 

Baſil. Invent! that's a good joke. Why 't % 
wyery body's mouth. ee ( 


x 


1 
; 
n ö 
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| Count. (Coming from behind the chair) In every 

body's mouth ! Let the young raſcal have fifty piſtoles;; 
and be ſent about his buſineſs inſtantly. 9 

Suſan, Oh! oh! oh! (ſeeming to faint) 

Count. She is going to faint, Baſil}, help me to put 
her into the great chair. 

Suſan. No, no, Ill not fit down. Oh you envious: 
creature! Now you have 1vin'd the poor boy I hope 
you are contented. 


Bafil. ] Am ſorry, my Lord, I happened to ſpeak 3 


but I only meant it as a converſation to engage Suſan to 
your Lordſhip. 1 | 

Count. No matter; let him depart ; I know his 
tricks; a little amorous raſcal, that I meet at every 
corner, dangling after every woman in the houſe. why 
it was but yeſterday I ſurprized him with wy gardenet's: 
daughter. | 

Baſil. With Agnes, my Lord! 

Count. Ves; and in her very bed- chamber. 
| Suſan. Where my Lord happened to have particular 
buſineſs himſelf. | 
Count. Hem, hem! (cong bs.) Ves; for going there to 
enquire for your uncle Antonio, my drunken gardener, 
T knocked at the door, waited ſome time, thought 1 
heard a fort of a whiz or buſtle, knocked again ; at laſt 


Agnes came and ſeemed confuſed, fo ſtanding to chat a 


little, I laid my hand careleſsly on a chair, as I do now, 
where hung a gown or cloak like this, and toſſing it off 
in this manner diſcovered the little raſcal.— (Tales the 
own by degrees off the chair, which diſcovers the page.) 
hy this is a better joke than Yother ! 
Baſil. Better, my Lord ! 'Tis worth ten on't. 5 
5 4 But how came he there? Did he enter with 
ou 
: Bafil. No, my Lord, nor fince. . 
Caunt. So you are determined not to mend your man- 
ners 1 ſee. Why what a falſe little villain muſt you be, 
to behave with ſuch hypocriſy to your friend Figaro, and 


to your generous godmother, to attempt te. ſeduce her 


favourite woman ! But I ſhall not ſuffer Figaro, for 

"Whom 1 have the greateſt regard, to fall a victim to 
EPizuplicity. 

. Suſan. 


=_ 
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Suſan. There's no victim in the caſe, my Lord, 
though the boy was in the room when you entered. 

Count. His greateſt enemies would not wiſh him fo 
much miſchief. 8 

Suſan. The poor boy came here to requeſt I would 
entreat his Lady to ſpeak in his behalf, having fallen 
into your Lordſhip's diſpleaſure, and was fo frighted 
when he heard you coming, that he ſlipped into the 
great chair. 5 
Count. That's a very likely affair, for I fat down in 
the great chair the moment I came in. TR 

Page. Yes, my Lord; but then I ſtood trembling 
behind it. | | 

Count, That's another falſehood, firrah ; for I hid 
behind that chair myſelf. J | 

Page. Yes, my Lord; but as you flipped. behind'it 
I retired, and fo crept round, and crouched down where 
you now ſee me. | | | 

Count. He's a little ſlippery ſerpent, that glides into 
every corner. And this raſcal. Has liſtened to our diſ- 
courſe. He has heard all we have been talking about. 

» [To Suſan. 
» Page. Indeed, my Lord, I did all. I could not to 
hear a word. . 

Count. But 1 have a great regard for Figaro, and 
 ſhan't ſuffer this little villain to impoſe upon him: 
ſo, madam, no hufband, no Figaro for you. Here's 
ſomebody coming. Get down, you little raſcal. . 


Enter Figaro, Agnes, Lady Almaviva, Peaſants and Laſſes, 
*at the upper end of the ſtage. Figaro with à cap in his 


Nd. 


Fig. My Lord, we have a petition to make; which 
I hope for my Lady's fake you'll grant. | 
Lady. You ſee, my Lord, the world thinks I have 
much greater influence over you than I really have. 

Count. Oh by no means, madam. 
Fzg. (io Suſan) Be ſure you ſecond me. 
+ Suſan. It will end in nothing. 
Fig. No matter, we'll try at leaſt. 

Count, Well, Sir ; what's the matter ? 


— 


\ 
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Fig. Why, my Lord, our ſuit is, that the bride 
ſhould receive this cap from your Lordſhip's own hands, 
trimmed with half blown roſes and white tiffany, em- 
blems of the purity of your good intentians. 
Count. What! are they laughing at me? 
Fig. All of you entreat. | 
Lady. Let me entreat you to grant this requeſt, by 
the love you once had for me. 8 
Count. And have ſtill, my Lady. 
Fig. Never could a more beauteous bride—— _ 
Suſan. Don't talk of my beauty, but his Lordſhip's 
Virtues. | | 
Count. My virtues! Yes, they underſtand one 
another. (Aide) 3 
Suſun. Why ſhould your Lordſſup refuſe Figaro's 
eulogiums, which you merit ſo well? 
8 4 Count. Yes, they're laughing at me.— Well, I con- 
* ent. 

Fig. Hannibal, my brave boy, why ſo dull? 

"Suſan. He's melancholy, becauſe he has difobliged- 
my Lord, and he's going to ſend him from the Caſtle. 

All, Oh pray, my Lord, pray forgive him. | 

Count, He does not deſerve to be forgiven. 

Lady. Oh, my Lord, let him remain. He's too 
YOUN gr | | | 

Count. He's not ſo young as you imagine. 

Agnes. Let Agnes intreat. Have you forgiven, my 
Lord, what happened yeſterday ?- | 

Count. Huſh, huſh; we won't talk of that now. 

| (Eagerly, 
 ' Page, My conduct may have been indifcreet, my 
Lord; but affure your Lordſhip not a word ſhall pals * 
that I heard in the great chair. : 

' Count. ( floppirg bis mouth.) Well, fince every body 
pleads for him I muſt forgive kim. Pi} moreover give 
him a commiſſion in my regiment. 

All. Thank your Lordſhip, thank your noble 
Lordſhip. | | 
Count. But on condition he departs this Cay for- 
Gatalonia, to join his corps. Ig 
Fig. Oh no; to-morrow, my Lord. un 
e e 1: Th > | Count. - 


8 


— —— On 


* to play the beſt. A 
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Count. (croſsly) No, fir, to-day; Take leave of 
your godmother, and kiſs Suſan for the laſt time. 
San. No, my Lord, there's no occaſion. He'll 
return again in the winter ; and in the mean time he 
may kits me if he, pleaſes. | | 
Lady. Since it is not poſſible my intreaties can pro- 
cute you leave to continue here, depart, young man, 
and follow the career of your fortune. Go where 
glory calls; be polite, victorious, and brave, and be 
crowned with honour. Yet amidſt thy valorous pur- 
ſuits, do not forget the houſe in which you have ſpent 
ſome of your fiſt years, and in which you have friends 
who with you every ſucceſs ; ſor be aſſured we take a 
art in your proſperity. | 
n 4 You . madam. 
Lady. Is it not natural, when you know he was 
brought up in the ſame houſe with me? Befides, Pm In 
his godmother. And how could I help it, When I 45 
conſider the hazards and hard ſhips to which his youth 
is expoſed ? 5 
Jig. No more of your thieviſh tricks here, my 


IIannibal; no more of your ſtealing cream, ſucking 


oranges, and ſmacking your lips at ſweatmeats; no 
more running up and down ftairs after the maids to play 
at bunt the ſlipper. No, no; now you muſt march to 
glory, wheel to the right, face to the left, change your 
pretty face for a gurpowder complexion, and perhaps 


Have the good fortune to return with a wooden leg, 


if not entirely cut off by a bullet. : 
Lady. Pray, Figaro, don't fright him ſo. 5 
Fig. Oh! if F was a ſoldier, Fd: make ſome of them 
ſcamper. - So, Suſan, I find Marcelina means to diſturb 
our wedding. org? 
Count. (Aide) That the ſhall, J aſſure you. I muſt 
ſeek her. (going.) Baſil, come to my ſtudy preſently. 
| [Exeunt all but Page, Fig. and Bafil. 
Fig. Come, let us go and get our parts perſect in 
the play, and not reſemble thoſe adors, who always 
are moſt 'imperſe& and play the worſt the firſt night, 
when critics are moſt watchful of faults, and when they 27 


1 My part is more difficult than you imagine | 
| = 
d= 
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Fig. And you may get reward ſor it in a way you 
don't expect. 

Page. You forget, Fizaro, that I am going. 

Fig. And that you wiſh to ay, Hannibal. 

Page. Ah mel! Yes. 

Fig. Why then fo thou ſhalt. Put on your boots, 
take your horſe, and gallop to the farm houſe, put up 

” your horſe, and return to the Caſtle the back-way, enter 

at the private door, and wait till I come. | 

Page. Ay, but what will become of Agnes? Who's 
to teach her her part while I am gone? 

Bajil Teach her her pirt! Why, what have you 
been about, young gentleman, for theſe eight days paſt ? 
Oh Hannibal, Hannibal { the pitcher that goes ſo often 
to tne Wh 

Fig, Liſten to the pedant and his proverbs ! What 

N. follows |! 
Fe. Baſil. The pitcher that goes fo often to the well, 
ftands a chance fometime or other to return ſull. 

Fig. Not fo fooliſh as I imagined. [Exeunt. 


F 


A 0 'T II. 
SCE NE, Lady Almaviva dreſſing, ſhe Sib Suſan and: 
img behind. 


Lady. SHUT the door. 
Suſan, Yes, ma'am. 

Lady. And fo the Page was hid behind the great 

chair? : 

_ Suſan. Yes, ma'am. _ 
Lady. But pray, Suſan, how came he in your cham- 

ber ? 

Suſan. He came to beſeech me to ſpeak to you, 
II to entreat you would ſolicit his _— with my Lord 
$a Ihe Count. 


Lady. 
{ | 


But why did he not come to me himſelf BL 
not have SIS bim ſuch a favour. 
Hy . Suſan, 


7 


. 
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- Suſan. I dare fay you would not. (Aſile) Bath- 
fulneſs, my Lady, I aſſure you. Oh! my Lady, if you 
had but ſeen him when he ſnatched the ribbon ! Oh, 
Sufan ! ſays he, the is a divinity |! Her manners ate fo 
noble; her very ſmiles are awful! 

Lady. Pihaw! Pſhaw ! And ſo my Lord the Count 
has endeavoured to ſeduce you ? 
Suſan. Seduce, madam! His Lordſhip hardly 


takes the trouble. He rather endeavours to purchaſe 


me. | 
Lady. Indeed! 


Suſan. Can your Ladyſhip doubt ir? And becauſe 
1 don't comply with his requeſts, he'll certainly put a 
ſtop to our marriage, and make my Figaro wed Mar- 


celina. 
Lady. An ungrateful man! Open the window, 


Suſan, [ am ſtifled for want of air. My careſſes dif- © 


guſt. His own infidelity muft be overlooked. Vows 


and proteſtations are all forgot; yet my conduct muſt | 


be irreproachable. 


Suſan. Ay, there goes my Lord with all his grooms 


and greyhounds. (Looking out at the window ) 


Lady. Yes, he takes liberty enough. (Knocking at 


the door) Give us time. e opens GY 


Enter Figaro. 


Lady. Well, Figaro, have you heard of my Hande 


deſigns on your bride? 

Fig. Oh yes, m adam; nothing very ſurprizing i in 
the news. 

Lady. Not in making love to your wife! I don't 


find it fo very pleaſant, 


Ng. On, madam, he only endeavours to overturn 
the ſchemes of thoſe who f 
therein he but imitates the reſt of the world. He ſees 
a ſweet beautiful creature, and defires to have her him- 
ſelf. Can any thing be more natural? I would do the 
very ſame. But can't we outſcheme him ? 

Lady. Ay! how pray ? 

Suſan. Ay, that's Figaro's element. Plots and con- 
trivances. 3 

Hg. Ay; ons born to thrive in courts. 


ruſtrate his wiſhes; and 
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Suſan. Perhaps tis not ſo difficult to thrive in courts 
as you imagine. 

Fig. Well, but in the firſt place, my dear Suſan, you 
muſt appoint to meet the Count at the pavillion in the 
garden, as he deſired. 5 

Lady. How! can you agree to it? 

Suſan If he does I won't go to meet him. 

Fig. I don't intend you ſhall. The page ſhall be 
dreſſed in your cloaths. | | 

Lady. The page! 

Suſan. Here's a pretty plot indeed! Oh what a 
head ! But the page 1s gone. ; 

Fig. Is he fo? But a whiſper from me ſhall bring 
him back again. And the beſt way to take care of my 
poſterity is to make the Count watchful of his own. 

Lady. This plot correſponds with one I have been 
thinking of. An anonymous letter muſt be ſent to the 


Count 


Hg. Informing him that a gallant means to profit 
by his abſence, and is actually at this time making love 
to the jewel he has neglected, his beauteous Counteſs, 
The thing's already done, madam. 

Lady. Done, Figaro! 

Fig. Ves, madam, the letter's ſent. 

Lady. And how dare you trifle thus with a woman 
of honour? | 

Fig. Oh, madam, *tis only with a woman of ho- 
Nour that one can trifle, leſt the doubt ſhould prove a 
reality. t | | 
Lady. Well, Figaro, I muſt fay you have a moſt 
agreeable way of apologifing for your offences. 

Fig. This will make the Count return to his jewel, 
who will ſhine with her former luſtre, and again ſparkle 
in his eye; and afterwards, Suſan, he won't with to op- 
pole our inclinations, nor prevent our union. | 

Sufan, Ay, but if he won't, Marcelina will. 

Fig. Never mind her. You forget, wy dear Suſan, 


that the Count is to be our judge ; and after he's en- 


trapped by the page, do you think he'l] condemn us? 
But there's no time to be loſt. I'Il ſend him to be dreſ- 


ſed immediately. [Exit, 


a. Suſan, 
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Suſan. Madam, here, pray make him ſing this ſong 
when he comes. 

Lady. Yes, and I aſſure you I ſhall tell him well of 
all the complaints I hear. 
Ye 'es, madam; I ſee you'll ſcold him hear- 
tily | 

Lady. What do you fay, Suſan ? 

Suſan. Oh! nothing, madam. (Knocking at the door, 
Suſan opens it, and Page enters.) Come in, Mr. Soldier. 

Lady. How i innocent he looks ! 

Suſan. And how baſhful, madam ! 

Lady. Well, young gentleman, have you refleed 
on the duties of your new profeſſion ? 

Suſan. Advance, Mr. Modeſty, do but obſerve his 
downcaft eyes and long eye-laſhes; | 

Lady. Come here, Hannibal. I am not angry with 
you. 

Suſan, Ay, go along, you young rake, I'll tell all. 

Lady. What makes you ſo ſorrowful, Hannibal? 

Page. Alas, madam, I may well be ſorrowſul, when 
I am "obliged to leave a lady ſo kind, and ſo gentle. 

Suſan. And ſo beautiful. 

Page. Ah! yes. (Sighs.) * 
Suſan. Ahl yes. - Well now, let us ſee if one of 
my gowns wilt zou. Come, ſtand up. I wiſh 1 may 
die if the little villain is not taller than f am. Hoid vp 
your head. 

Lady. Lord ! that Figaro has frighted the poor . 
quite out of his wits with his horrid ang 8 

Suſen. Well, come, Mr. Mode 
cloak. 

Lady. But, Suſan, ſuppoſe ſomebody ſhould come ? 

by. pou Well, madam, ke they ſhould, we are 
not doing any harm. But firſt, I'll lock the door. 

Lady. So, Hannibal, you are oy to leave us ? 

Page. Ah, yes, madam. 

Lady. Don't be terrified. I am not angry with 
You: I was only going to ſpeak to you on the duties of 
a ſoldier. 


Suſan. (Coming from the door) Well, Mr. - 


defty, have you nothing to ſay to your dengan 


Lady ? 


of - 
- 
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Page. Yes, that I'm ſure I ſhall love her as long 
; as I live. 
Lady. Eſteem, Hannibal, you ſhould have ſaid. 
; Page. Yes, madam, eſteem I ſhould have ſaid. 
Suſan. Yes, madam, efteem he ſhould have ſaid. 
The poor lad overflows with eſteem. Do, my Lady, 
make him fing thoſe filthy verſes I gave you. 
* Lady. Who wrote them, Hannibal ? 
Suſan. Ay, do but look at him. His fins are 
writ in his face. They riſe in judgment againſt him. 
(He hangs down his bead, ſhe lifts it up.) Could any one 
but an author look ſo filly ? Do make him fing them, 
madam, 


Lady. Ay, fing them, Hannibal. 


Page ( fings.) 


To the winds, to the waves, to the woods I complain; 
Ab ! well a-day, my poor heart! 

They hear not my fighs, and they heed not my pain; 
Ab] well-a- day, my poor heart ! | 


The name of my goddeſs I grave on each tree; 
Ab] well a day, my poor heart! _ 
is I wound the bark, but love's arrows wound me ; 
Ah ! awell-a day, my poor heart! 


The heavens ] view, and their azure bright ſkies ; 
Ah ! well-a-day, my poor heart | 
My heaven exiſts in her ſtill brighter eyes ; 
Ab well-a day, my poor heart ! 


To the ſun's morning ſplendor the poor Indian bows ; 
Ah ! well a-day, my poor heart ! | 

But I dare not worſhip, where I pay my vows ! 
Ah well a. day, my poor heart ! | 


Suſan: Well, come now to try if one of my caps 
will fit him. | 8 . 
Lady. There's one of mine lies on the dreſſiag table 
In tie next room, * 
* 58 f Suſan, 
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Suſan. Is there? I'll fetch it. | 
[Exit and returns in/lantly. 
Lady. Is your commiſſion made out Hannibal? 
Page. Yes, Madam, and given me, There it is, 
Lady, Already! They have not loſt a moment, 
'Their hurry has made them forget the ſeal. 
Suſan (returns.) The ſeal ! to what, madam ? 
Lady. To Hannibal's commiſſion. 
Suſan. What already? 
| Lady, I was ſaying they were determined to loſe no 
time. — And fo, Hannibal, you ate ſorry to leave the 
Caſtle. c 
Page. No, madam. I am only ſorry to leave fo 
dear a Lady, | 80 | | 
Suſan. Come, down on your knees. Can you refuſe- 
before the Counteſs ? knee] down and adore. What 
a little villain it is! (Puts on the cap.) I declare he's 
handſomer than Jam. I'm quite jealous of him, Turn 
your ſace this way, Mr. e (Takes the rib- 
bon out of his boſom, which be had before taken from 
Suſan) Here, my Lady, here's your ribbon. I told 
vou l'd tell my lady of all your thieviſh tricks. 
| Lady. Fetch me ſome patches, Suſan, 
Suſan. Yes, madam. (Puſhes doun the page who 
is on his knees, and exit.) | 3 | 
Lady. Don't be fo ſorrowful at leaving us, Hanni- 
bal. Don't cry. | 
® Page. No, my Lady. (Knocking at the dosr.) 
Count (without). Open the door! a 
Lady. Oh! it's my Lord. | | . 
Page. Oh dear! where ſhall go? He'll certainly 
murder me if he finds me here, atter the ſcene of the 
great chair. | 
Count, Why don't you open the door ? 
Lady. Becauſc—becauſke—Pm alone. 
Count, Alone! why, who are you talking to? 
Lady. Why—to you, to be ſure. | 
Fage. . Oh! what ſhall I do? | 
Lady. Run into my room, and lock the door. 
{The Counteſs fees Hannibal in the room, then goes and 
1 2 Lets the Count in) 9 


k 
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Enter Count. 


Count. Do you uſually lock yourſelf in, madam, 


when you are alone? Who were you talking to? for 
I don't fee any body. | | 
Lady. To Suſan. 

Count. To Suſan! Why, where is ſhe ? 

Lady. In her own room. 

Count. You ſeem diſordered. 

Lady. Irs eaſily accounted for. We were fpeaking 
of your infidelity, of your jealouſy too. You can be 
as inconſtant as you pleaſe; and I muſt ſee your follies 
with indifference. . 

[4 great noiſe, like the tumbling of a bureau or table. 

Count. What noiſe is that ? 

Lady. Noiſe, my Lord! I heard no noiſe. 

Count. No! Then you mult be confoundedly abſent. 


There's ſomebody concealed in your dreſſing- room, 
I ſuppeſe. | 7+ Op 


Lady. Who ſhould be there ? 

Count. That's what l would know, madam. | 

Lady. Why then, tis Suſan ſettling the chairs and 
table to rights. 

Count. A likely thing indeed ! Your favourite wo- 
man turned houſemaid. Beſides, you faid Suſan was in 
her own room. 

Lady. Well; in her room, or my room. Tis all 
the ſame, I ſuppoſe. | | 

Count. Ah! this Suſan, my lady, is of late a very 
notable, nimble, convenient ſort of perſon. | 

Lady. This Suſan, my lord, gives you a great deal of 
uneaſineſs, and diſturbs your mind very much of late. 

Count. Very well, madam, we'll ſee. So, Suſan, if 
Suſan you are, come out. (She comes out, and ſeeing 
the perflexity, flips behind the ſecond wing, unperceived 
by the Count.) ; 

Lady. What, my lord! would you have the girl 
come out half undreſſed ? | 
Count. Undreſſed ! what at this time of the day? 

Lady. Yes. She's trying on one of my left-off 
gowns that I have juſt given her. | 
Count. Well, if ſhe mw walk out, I ſuppoſg the 
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can ſpeak out. I ſuppoſe ſhe can anſwer. Suſan, can 
you anſwer ? (at the keyhole.) | 

Lady. Suſan, I ſay do not anſwer. Don't ſpeak a 
word, Suſan. (Puſbes him away ) 


Count. But, madam, if you are ſo very innocent, 


-what is the reaſon, . madam, of all this anxiety in your 
, Countenance ? 


Lady. Anxiety in my countenance ! Theſe ſuſpici- 


ons are very much to your credit, my Lord. | 
* Count: If they are not to your diſcredit, it will be 
very well, my Lady. Who waits there? 
Lady. Ay do, my Lord; ſhew your jealouſy to 
your very ſervants. 
Count. Why, madam, I am determined to be ſatis- 
Hed. Appearances give me a ſufficient plea ; and ſince 


vou won't let me lee who's there, will you conſent 


* | * me, and get ſomething to force the 
: COOT+ 

Lady. Oh! to be ſure, my Lord. I'm very.ready 
to go with you. AQ as you pleaſe, my Lord. 
Count. Then why do you force me to act ſo? and 
in order to juſtify your conduct.— I'll make ſure of this 
door. There now, Mis. Suſan, have the complaiſance 
to wait there till my return (Locks Suſan's chamber) $0 


come along, madam, come along. (He pulling, ſhe go- 


ing off with reludance.) 


* 


Enters Suſan. (She looks about, then runs to the door of 


the room qwhere the page is.) 8 


Suſan. Hannibal! Hannibal ! open the door; come 


Out. 


Page. Oh! my poor, dear Lady | what will become 


of her? | | 
Suſan. What will become of my marriage ? 
Page. And, Suſan, what will become of me ? 
Suſan. Don't aſk me; but fly, fly ! 
Page. Fly! which way ? all the doors are faſt, 
Suſan. Don't aſk me; but fly, fly, gt | 
Page. Oh! here's a window open. jump out. 
Suſan. Oh! you'll break your neck. 


He. No, I ſhan't. There's a bed of flowers 1 
| derneat = 
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derneath. Beſides, I'd rather break my neck than ruin 
my dear Lady, Suſan, Suſan! | 

Suſan. Well, what do you ſay? 

Page. Give me one kiſs. | 

Suſan. There, get along, you amorous rogue! 

Page. Now then, down I go. (Jumps out of the 
evindow. ) 4 | | 

Suſan. Oh dear! oh, he's ſafe. There he goes as 
ſwift as the wind. If that boy does not make fome 
woman's heart ache by and by I am very much miſ- 
taken,—And-now, my dear jealous Count, I ſhall teach 
you to break open doors. [Exit, 


Enter Count and Lady. 


Count. And now to ſee if the doors are faſt, Ay, 
every thing, (He tries Suſan's door.) jult as I left it. 
Now to come to the proof. If you won't open the 
door, madam, I'll break it open. 

Lady. Oh, my Lord, have a moment's patience, and 
you thall ſatisſy your utmoſt curiofity. 

_ Count. Well, madam, open the coor then. 

Lady. But firſt, let we entreat you to think, that 
however appearances are againſt me | 

Count. Appearances! What then, thete is a man, 
'and I have cauſe for my ſuſpicions ! kk 

Lady. A man! no, there is no man, nor any body 
who can give you the leaft grounds for jealouſy. No 
injury was intended to your honour, | aſſure you. 
Count. Well, ma'am, come, who is there then? 

Lady. Lord! why only a boy, a mere child. 

Count. Well, ma'am, come, let's ſee your child, 
Lady. Why, my Lord, "tis only Hannibal. 

Count. What ! the page? 

Lady. Yes. the page, my Lord, that's all. 

Count. Oh! that damn'd, infernal page! Oh then, 
my fuſpictons are realized at laſt. Open the door, 
madam. | 

Lady. Excuſe, my Lord, the diforder you'll find 
bim wn 
Count. Diſorder ! | 
Lady. Yes. We were only going to dreſs him— a 
_ C 2 mere 
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mere frolic, I aſſure you—to dreſs him in woman 
cloaths. 

Count. I'Il rack, I'll tear him! (Draws his ſword.) 
And why was I to be kept a ftranger to it? Why was 
it kept a ſecret from me? But I'll make him a terrible 
example of an injured huſband's wrath. 

Lady. Let your indignation light on me. Tonly am 
to blame. \ | 

Count. I'll maſſacre him. Let my rage come at 
him. (Going up io the door with bis drawn ſword, 
Suſan meets him. They are all aſtoni ſt ed.) 

Suſan. Booh  whoo !— 1-4 

Count, Here's a pretty piece of work ! (Looking at 
them alternately) Can you act aftoniſhment too? ma- 
dam ? But perhaps ſhe was not alone. (Runs into the 
room.). 13 5 

Suſan. The page has jumped out of the window, 
ma am, | 5 | 0 

Lady. And broke his neck? 

Suſan, Huſh! 

Count. Nobody there. I ſee I'm to blame. Ma- 
dam, upon my ſoul, you are a very good aQtreſs, My 
dear Roſina, pardon me. 905 

Lady. No, my Lord, J am no longer that Roſina 


you adored, when you prevailed on me to elope from 


my guardian Doctor Bartholo. I am now only the 
Counteſs of Almaviva, a neglected wife, not a beloved 
miſtreſs. | 
Count. Nay, my Lady, don't make my puniſhment 
too humiliating; ard yet I can't help wondering at the 
agony you appeared in. It was ſurprizing to ſee what 
an air of tragic reality you gave it ſo aftoniſhingly 
natural ſuch 8 confuſion in your counte- 
nance | EZ Is 
Lady. In my countenance ! No indeed, my Lord. 
Count. Yes, faith, there was. Why *us ſcarce. ſe- 
rene yet. But come, my Lady, I have been to blame. 
Be generous. . 
lady. As you have been! do you merit it? Do 
you deſerve it, you ungrateful man? MA 
Count. To be fo ſeverely puniſhed for my ſuſpiciors— 
you ſee my confuſion Once more confirm my e, 


* 
Rx 
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Lady. Why, Suſan, have I granted it? 

Count. Certainly, my Lady; certainly, Suſan ; cer- 
tainly, my Lady. (Kiffes his Lady's band; then Suſan's 
as be flands between them; then his Lady's again.) 
Lady. A fine example I ſet you, Suſan! Who after 
this will dread a woman's anger ? | 

uſan. Oh dear! oh dear! To ſuſpet a man in 
my Lady's bed- chamber! | 
- _ Why didu't you come out, Suſan, when I 
calld ? | 

Suſan. What! undreſſed, my Lord ? | 
* Count. - True, true; 1 forgot that. But why didn't 
yon anſwer ? | | | 

. e My Lady forbid me. And very good rea- 
ſon ſhe had for ſo doing. 

Count. Women make children of us. They are the 
beſt politicians after all. If his Majeſty was wiſe, he'd 
ſend you, not me, for his ambaſſador. But why, my 
Lady, did you act with ſuch reſolution ? 

Lady. That I might not betray the headlong, 
thoughtleſs Figaro. | | 
Count. What then, 'twas he that writ me that ano- - 
nymous billet ? | 
Lady. Indeed, my Lord, *twas written without my 
knowledge. | 3 6 PALS | 

Count. But you knew of it afterwards ? - 

Lady. Why, yes, my Lord. 

Count, And who did he give it to? 

Lady. To Bafhl- - 5 | 
Count. Who ſent it by the peaſant.— Ves, yes, vile 
thrummer, you ſhall pay for all. 
- Lady. But, my Lord, where's the juſtice of refufing 
that pardon to others we ſtand fo much in need of our- 
ſelves ? If I ſhould be brought to pardon, it ſhould only 
be for the paſling of a general amneſty, 
Count. You did it very well. It's amazing, my 
Lady, that fiction could give it ſuch a ſemblance of 
reality, when you pleaded for the page. 
Lady. | dare ſay, my Lord, you were not ſorry for 
the change. The fight of Sufan, I am fure, can't give 
vour Lordſhip any great offence, | a 
Count. Offence! no, no. Suſan gives ine no offence, 
* C3 Enter 


—— —c— a ____ — 


\ 


his a 
there; ſo it's all over. 
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Enter Figaro, haſtily (furprized « al ſeeing the Count.) 


Count. Well, fir, what do you want ? 

"Fas. Want, my Lord ! They told me the Caunteſs 
was indiſpoſed:: but I am n glad to find her ſo 
well. (Going.) | 
; -h Vou are very attentive to the Counteſs. 

'Tis my duty to be ſo, (Coing.) 

* Hold, held ! Who is to guard the Counteſs 
in your abſence i > 5 
Fig. Guard her, my Lord! She ſtems very well. 

Count. Ves; but from the gallant, who is to profit 
by my abſence, 

Fig. My Lord], (ſeems ſurpri ei.) 

Count. Who wrote the pretty billet? 

Vg. Not I, my Lord. 

Count. If I did not know you lied, I could read it in 
Your face. | 

Fig. Why then, my Lord, it i is my face that lies, and 
not Me; 

Lady. Its all over; ; the Count knows all, 

Suſan: Yes, it's all over, and ſettled, and paſt. 
(They make motions with their hands, but he ſeems not ta 
undenſt and.) About the gallant. Tis all over; we 
have confeſſed all. 

Count. Les, fir, *tis all over (imitating) and what 
have you to ſay to that? 

Fig. Say, my Lord! I wiſh I could fay as much of 
my weddin | 

Suſan. Ford ! why my Lord knows all about the 
anonymous letter, and the gallant that was to profit by 

"na fn my Lady's room, when only I was to be 


Count, Yes, it is all over. 

Lady. We have confeſſed all. 

Fig. Well, fince my Lord will: have it ſo, and my 
Lady will have it ſo, and you will. have it ſo, why c'en 
let it be ſo. 

Count. Still at his wiles ! 

Lady. I wonder you will oblige him to f 2 
truth, my Lord, when you know 'tis ſo much agai 


will, | To 
Suſan,” 


THE MARRIAGE OF FIGARO. 31 


Suſan. Is the page ſaſe off? (Aſide to Figaro.) 
Fig. Oh yes; you have ſettled his young joints for 
him among you, | 


Enter Gardener drunk, having a flozuer pot in his 
| hand broken, 


Gardener, My Lord, I am forry to make complaints, 
but if you don't have theſe windows nailed up, I ſhall . 
never have a noſegay fit to give my Lady. See how 
they break all my pots. They are not content to throw 
other rubbith out of the window, as they uſed to do, 
but juſt now they toſfed out a man. 

Count. Aman! | | 

Gardener. Yes, in white ſtockings, my Lord. 

Count. And where is this man ? 

Gardener. That's what I want to. know, my Lord. 
1 with I could find him. 

Fig. Oh fre! quite tipſy. | 

Gardener. I am your LEordſhip's gardener ; and 
though | fay it, a better gardener is not in all Spain. 
But it chamber-maids are permitted to toſs men out of 
the windows to preſerve their own reputation, what's to 
become of mine ? | | 

Count. What of the man, fir ? On with your ſtory. 
W hat. followed ? 15 | i 

Gardener, I followed as faſt as I could, my Lord 
'til happening to make a falſe unfortunate ſtep, I came 
with ſuch a whir againft the gate, that I fell do wn and 
quite forgot my errand. 

Fig. O fie! ſoiting ſo ſoon in a morning! for 
ſhame ! | 
Sarder er. Shame! why can one begim one's day's 
work too ſoon? | | 

Count. Day's work, firrah ! 

Gardener. Yes, my niece is to be married to day; 
and I'm ſure ſhe'd never forgive me if I did not 

Count. Get drunk an hour. before your time. Do 
you think you ſhould know this man again ? 

Gardener. Oh l to be ſure I ſhould, my Lord—if 
1 had ſeen him now. 7 
Count. Raſcal, if you don't find him, III ſend you 

packing to the devil. | 
3 a Gardener, 
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Gardener, Indeed but you won't; for if your 
Lordſhip don't know when you've got a good gardener, 
I know when I've got a good place. 

Fig. Indeed, my Lord, don't talk any more to that 
. fellow. PI! fatisfy your doubts. *T'was J that 
leaped out of the window. 

Cohn You! | 

Fig. Yes, me, my Lordl | 

Count. A likely thing indeed ! You to jump out 1 a 
one pair of ſtairs window, at the hazard of your 
neck 
- Fig. Oh, my Lord, no danger. Like a cat I 
> wb light upon my legs, and the ground is very 

oft. 

Gardener. And his neck's in no great danger of 
being that way broke. 

Count. And why, why did you jump out of the 

window ? 
Fig. Why! had not you juſt received a Jeter, my 
Lord, fince I muſt own it ? And was not you coming 
in a monſtrous paſſion to my Lady's room, much fooner 
than we expected? I hurt my ancle a little, but that's 
a trifle. 

Gardener, Well, if it was you, you are grown. 
plaguily fat ſince; for you did not look ſo n then by 
the head and neck. 
Fig. Look! why, you fool, does not a man always 
double himſelf up when he takes a leap ? 

Gardener. No, no, no, ( ſhaking his head.) It looked 
more by half like the page. 

Count. The page ! oh that damn'd page! 

Fig. Oh yes; a likely thing he would come gallop- 
ing back from Seville, horſe and all, to take a leap out 
of the window. 

Gardener, No ſuch thing, my Lord, I'll take my 
oath, I faw—no horſe leap out of the window. 

Fig. Come along, my dear Sufan, come along; let 
us 1 for by ceremony, (Takes Suſan in Bis hand, 

is running off. | 
Gardiner. Well, ſince it was you, as m an honeft 


man, I ought to give you this Papers that CO. out 
of your pocket. | 
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Fig. Paper! (Striving to get it before the Count, 
abo takes i.) 


Count. Ay, fir, paper. Now, now, if it was you, 
$ 


you can gueſs what paper this is, what it contains, and 
how it came into your pocket. | f 
Fig. (Taling out ſeveral, and making ſigns for Suſan 
to overlook the commiſſion ) I have ſuch a multiplicity-of 
papers, tis not eaſy to aſcertain No, no, it is not that 
That's a double letter from Marcelina - ſeven pages 
a love epiſtle— it would do your heart good to read it 
No, no, nor it is not this. This is a petition from 
the poacher who is in priſon. I never delivered it, 
becauſe I knew your Lordſhip had too much buſineſs on 
your hands at preſent, to attend to ſuch half-ſtarved 
raſcals No, nor is it that. That is a lift of your 
Lordſhip's laced ruffles, ruffs, roſes and ſword-knots. 
— No, nor is it this. | 
Count. No, fir, 'tis neither this, that, nor t'other, 
that are in your hand; but this, this, this paper that 
you muſt account for. 
Lady. Hannibal's Commiſſion, (to Suſan.) 
Suſan. Hannibal's commiſſion, (to. Figaro.) 
Count. I ſee, fir, you know nothing of the matter, 
 _- Gardener, My Lord ſays you know nothing of the 
matter. | 
Fig. Stand out of the way, fellow, none of your 
whiſperings to me. I want no information. — Oh dear! 
what a blockhead was I not to think of it before! 
That paper, my Lord, is Hannibal's commiſſion, The 
poor boy will be diſtracted. | 
Count, Well, fir ; and what, what did you do with 
H ? How came you by it ? PLN 
Fig. By it, my Lord, —tc=to— 
Count. To—to—to— 
Fig. To get 
Count, Toget! what, fir? it wants nothing, 
Suſan, It wants the ſeal. (Aſide 10 Figaro.) 
Fig. It wants 
Count. Ay, fir, What - what does it want? 
Fig. Why, no great matter, my Lord; only tis 
cuſtomary for your Lordſhip to fix the ſeal to a com- 
miſſion, v2 | 


Count. 
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- Count, The ſeal! (opens it.) Oh Count, Count, thou 
ſhalt be a dupe. | 

Fig. I hope your Lordſhip is not going without 
giving orders for our wedding. 


Enter Marcelina. 


Marc. Forbear, my Lord, to give ſuch orders! I 
have a bond of his, in which is a promiſe of marriage. 
Fig. A promiſe made for the payment of money 
borrowed, that's all, my Lord. | 
Count. Well, fir, it behoves not us who have the 
adminiſtration of juſtice in our own diftri, to ſuffer 
ſuch practices to paſs with impunity on our vaſſals,. 
However we may privately eſteem them, we muſt not 
ſuffer them to be guilty of public injuries. The officers 
will ſoon be afſembled in the great ball, There we'll 
decide, | + 


Enter Baſil, Bounce, Praſunts and Girls. 


Bafil.. My Lord, your Lordſhip is acquainted 
withi my claim for Marcelina.. I hope to be honoured 
with your ſupport. 8 

Count. Are you there, fir knave ? Approach, good 
Baſil, thou faithful agent of our will and pleaſure ! 

Bail. Your Lowſhip is pleaſed to joke with your 
humble fervant. * 

| Count. And where's the: Peaſant, fir knave, that 

brought me the letter. 

Bail. My Lord, I know of no ſuch Peaſant, 

Count. You'll be pleaſed: to find him though, not- 
withſtanding. — 0 | 5 

Bafil. Sir, my buſineſs is not to go on errands. 
Oaly conſider, my Lord, how it would degrade a per- 
ſon of my talents: I, who teach the harpfichord to her 
Ladyſhip, and the mandarine to her woman ; and am 
always at command when ever it pleaſes you to call 
upon me to entertain your Lordſhip, or your Lordſhip's 
good company with my voice and guitar. 

Bounce y Lord, if you pleaſe, I'll go, I ſhall be 
proud to ſerve your Lordſhip. ITED 
Count, 
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Count, What's thy name, eh? | 

Bounce. Patro Bounce, my Lord; I'm firework- 
maker to your Lordthip. = + | 

Count. I like thy zeal, Bounce. Thou ſhalt go. 
Bounce. Thank your Lordihip, Thank your noble 

Lordſhip. t 

Count. And, good Mr. Bafil, will you pleaſe to ac- 
con pany Mr. Bounce with your voice and guitar ? 
He's part of my good company. 

Bounce. Thank your Lordſhip. I am part of his 
Lordihay's good company. Who would have thought 
at ? 

Baſil. Oh, my Lord. 

Count. Do it, fir, obey—or depart from my ſervice. 
| [Exit Count, 
Bafil. Well, Til follow you, good Mr. Bounce; for it 

is not for me to wage war with a lion | 

Fig. Who art only a calf. (patting his head.) 

#2 [Exeunt Baſil and Bounce. 

Lady. So] was near getting into a pretty ſcrape by 
Figaro's plot. (She drops the ribbon ) ; 

Suſan, Ves, Ma'am, a pretty ſcrape indeed Oh! 
here's the page's ribbon, 

Lady. Give it me. I'll keep it as a memento 
of the poor boy's danger. To jump out of the win- 
dow | | 

Suſan. Yes, but he's very ſafe; and now we muſt 
prepare for the pavillion, | | 

Lady. After this fright the poor lad will never be 
brought to face him again. I muſt detect this Count in 
his infidelity. Succeſs has emboldened me, and PII 
meet him myſelf, then nobody can be accuſed. You'll 
not tell any body, Suſan ? | 

Suſan, No, ma'am, except Figaro. 

Lady. I have no exceptions. He'd ſpoil our plan, 
by mixing it with ſome plot of his own. You know my 
Lord has promiſed you a portion. Perhaps I may double 
it for thee. Theſe men you know, Suſan, are liberal in 
their pleaſures. *Tis no more than your deſervings. 

Suſan. Dear madam, your project is an excellent one, 
and I ſhall yet have my Figaro. | [Exeunt, 


A e 
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SCENE, The great Hall for the trial. 
Enter Count and ſervant. 


Count. Heer take this with ſpeed to Seville, en- 
quire if the page has joined his regiment, and at what 
hour exaQly ; give him that commiſſion, and return like 
lightning. 1 | 

Servant. But if he has not joined his Regiment. 

Count. Return till quicker ; fly, begone !—T was 
wrong to ſend Bafil out of the way. He might have 
been ſerviceable at this time; but the paſſionate are ne- 
ver wiſe, and my. paſſions had gained a maſtery of my 
reaſon, and appeared as wild and incongruous as the 
wind.—lf the Counteſs, Suſan and Figaro are plotting 
together to betray me.—lf that was the page in her 
bed-chamber No, no, it could not be. She would 
not ſuffer it Her honour, my honour my honour ! 
who's to take care of it? my wife —Oh yes, a huf- 
band's honour is deviliſh ſafe in his wife's keeping. Ill 
found Figaro ; and if I find he has been plotting againſt 
me, he marries Marcelina. | 


Enter Figaro, 


Fig. Perhaps not. (Aſide) 

Count. Then what muſt Suſan be? 

Fig. My wife, if you pleaſe | 2 

Count. (turning quick) Your wife! Pray, fir, who 
are you talking to? Who did you ſay your wife to? 

Fig. To one of the ſervants. I was telling him to 
go and fay lo and ſo to iny wife, if he pleaſed. 

Count. You are plaguy ſond of your wife J think, 
Fig. Yes, my lord; I love to be finzular. 
Count. Well, fir, and where have you been? You 
have kept me here waiting a long time. | 


* 


Fe. | 


n 
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Fig. Only changing my ſtockings that I dirtied with 
leaping out of the window. 

Count Servants are long 
ters, I think 

Fig. And with reaſon. Servants are obliged to dreſs 
themſelves. | 

Count. (aſide) I'll fee if he's willing to go with me. 
If not, Suſan has told him. | | 

Fig (aſide) He has ſome miſchief in his head; but 
PII watch him cloſe. 

Count. Figaro, I deſigned to take you with me to 
Paris; but on recollection, you don't underſtand French. 

Fig. Oh yes, my Lord, perfectly. 

Count. Indeed! come, let's hear. 

Fig. There, my Lord. (Chin#s à purſe.) 

Count. And is that all the French thou underſtandeſt? 

Fig. And enough, my Lord. This is a language 
underſtood in every quarter of the habitable globe, and 
no. where better than in Paris. Si wvors plea and a purſe 
is all that's neceſſary. Let but filver ſound in a French- 
man's ear, and he'l] underſtand you without an inter- 
preter. | | 

Count. Then thou'rt no politician, Thou knoweſt 
as little of politics as thou doſt of French, | 

Fig. Pardon me, my Lord, Im a very great politi- 
cian. But the man mult be a fool who values himſelf 
upon politics. To be very conſequential, ſhut yourſelf 
up to cut pens into tooth-picks, while the ſervants have 
orders to fay that you are very particularly engaged : 
always to appear ftudious for the gocd of the flare, bur 
to follow nobody's intereſt but your own and party, 
This, with aſſembling to ſay nothing, intercepting Ict- 
ters, et cætera, is the whole myſtery of politics. 
Count. This is the conduct of a partizan, not politi- 
cian. 1 

Fig. They are ſynonimous terms, my Lord. 

Count. She has not told him, he is ſo willing to go 
to Paris. (Aſide.) And 1 ſuppoſe too, Figaro, you'd 
be for taking your wife with you. 

Fig, No, wy Lord; I ſhall be ob'iged to leave her 
ſo — 4 the cares of the marriage ſtate would fit too 
beavy on me. 


er dreſſing than their maſ- 


D Core. 


5 


7 
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Count. Yes, ſhe has told him, and he marries Mar- 
celina. Come here, my dear Figaro, nearer. . I recol- 
let the tune, my dear Figaro, you uſed to be more 
open, when (leaning on his ſhoulder, and coaxing) you 
uſed to tell me every thing. 
Fig. And now, my Lord, 1 conceal nothing from 
you. 


Count. Then why art thou ſo myſterious in thy con- 
duct? e | 
Fig. Becauſe, my Lord, the conduct of others is 
myſterious. 


Count. Be ſincere, Figaro; what did the Counteſs 
give you for this laſt plot? | e 

Fig. Juſt as much as your Lordſhip gave me after 
your marriage for aſſiſting you to ſteal your Lady from 
Doctor Bartholo. How does he like the retort ? (a/ide.) 

Count. But why is the ſo uneaſy? You know I in- 
dulge her in every thing, load her with preſents and 
trinkets. J even anticipate her wiſhes, and give her 
| He. Every thing but yourſelf, my Lord. Of what 
1 uſe are trinkets, when we are in want of neceſſaries? 
| Count. Indeed, my dear Figaro, appearances ſpeak 
thee a very great hypocrite, | 

Fig. Appetrances, my Lord, are frequently falſe. 
Jam much better than I appear to be. Can the great 
ſay as much ? (Count leaves off leaning on him.) How 


do you like that? (A/ide.) 


Enter Servant. 


Servant. Don Guzman and the officers are without. 
Dount. Let them wait, 

Fig. Ay, let them wait. | | 

Count. And doſt thou think thou'lt gain thy cauſe ? 

Fig. I hope fo, my Lord, your Lordſhip being 
Judge, who reſpects juſtice too much yourſelf not to 
grant it to others. | | 
Count. Ves, yes, he does marry Suſan. (Afide.) 

Fig. He has been angling for gudgeons, and what 
has be caught? (de.) Pray what did your Lord- 
Mmip want with me? 


Count, 


+ 


. 
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Count. To ſee that the hall is ready, and ſeats fitting 


for the trial. . 


Fig. That is already done, my Lord. There is the- 


pow chair for your Lordſhip, a chair fcr the preſident, 


orms for the counſel, a ſtool for the clerk, and the mob 


in the back ground. [Exit Figaro. 


> 


Count. He's too cunning. There's no getting any 
thing out of him, and he does not marry Suſan. - They 
may toy and kiſs a little, but no marriage. | 


7 Enter Suſan, 


Suſan, My Lord ! 
Count. My Lady, | 


XA | TE 
Suu ſan. g's Ledy has ſent me for your Lordſſüp's 
e. 


ſmelling bott 


She has got the vapours, 


Count. There, And when ſhe has done with it, you 


may borrow it for yourſelf, 

Suſan. Oh, my Lord, vapours are too polite a com- 
plaint for a ſervant. | 

Count. Fits, fits may follow. Love, ſo great as 
your's, can't brook difappointment ; and when Figaro 
marries Marcelina— | 

Suſan. Suppoſe the worſt, my Lord, we can pay her 
with the portion your Lordſhip promiſed. 

Count. With the portion that I promiſed ! 

Suſan. Yes, my Lord; I always underſtood fo. 

Count. Ay, that is if you would pleaſe to underſtand 
me. 

Suſan, Tis never too late, my Lord, to repent my 


faults. 


Count. Hey! and doſt thou repent ? (Fagerly.) 

Suſan. My Lord, Tl endeavour to mend. 

Count. And wilt thou take a walk this evening? 

Suſan. Why, my Lord, don't I take a walk every 
evening ? | . 

Count. No, no, no. That won't do. Let us under- 
ſtand one another. No pavillion, no marriage. 

Suſan. And no marriage, no pavillion, my Lord. 

Count. Ah, thou dear creature! (Kiſſes her hand.) 
What a witty devilut is! But why were you always ſo 

| D 2 nexorable 
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inexorable to deny me with ſuch obſtinacy, even this 
morning ? 


Suſan. This morning, my Lord! and the page in 
the chair ! | 


Count. Oh that damn'd page !—and to every appli- 
cation that Baſil has made! | 

Suſan, Indeed, my Lord, it was not neceſſary to 
have a proxy; to have ſuch a knave as Baſil privy to- 
our meetings. | | | 

Count, Froe, true, you ſenſible devil! But now I 
know you'll tell Figaro. 

Suſan. To be ſure, my Lord; I always tell him 
every thing, but what it is neceſſary to conceal. 

Count. But you had better return to my Lady, 
3 10 ſuſpect us. You know ſhe'll want the ſmelling 

Ottle. : | | | 

Suſan. No, ſhe won't, my Lord. Could not your 
T.ordſhip perceive 1 long wanted an excuſe to ſpeak to 
your Lordihip ? | wt 

Count. (Running up to her.) Oh thou dear charmin 
creature! (Figaro enters at the ſame in/lant, turns round, 
and goes og. The Count eries hem ! turns round, and goes 

off. Figaro then comes on again.) 

Fig. Well, my dear Sulan, what does he fay ? 

Suſan. Say !—Come along, my dear Figaro, thou haſt 
gained thy cauſe. | [Exeunt, 


Enter Count. 


Count, Thou haſt gained thy cauſe ! So, my pair of 
knaves, am I your dupe! You've gained your cauſe! 
You may ſpread the net, but the cuckoo is not caught 
vet. Proceeil we then to judgment. I am calm, cool, 
inflexible. We have gained our cauſe! Oh ho! 

[Ext, 


Enter Marcelina, Preſident, and doctor Bartholo. 


Mar. Mr. Preſident, I took this opportunity juſt to 
explain to you the juſtice of my cauſe. 

Doctor. Ard to ſhew on what grounds we proceed. 
Preſ. Well I coco—co—comprehend. And we 
will ex——ex—examine this ma——ma—matter impat- 


tially. as , . 
Ar. 


n 
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Mar. I have got a bond 
Preſ. A bobva—bond ! Well, I coc - compre- 
hend. | 
Mar. Given under his hand to marry me, or pay a 
ſum of money, 5 
Preſ.. Which mo—mo—money you have received. 
Mar. No, no. Which money J have lent. 
* Preſ. Le- le- lent! Do you think I don't coco 
comprehend ? Which money is repa—-pa— paid. 
Mar. No, no, Mr. Preſident; it is not repaid; he is 
ſtill in debt. 5 | | 
Preſ. Oh ho! I co-co-comprehend. And ſo, 
he wa=—wa—wants to ma—mairy you te pay his 
de- de— debts? „ 
No, no; he will neither marry me, nor pay his 
debts. 5 
Preſ. Wha—what— do you th—th— think I don't 
co - comprehend? 
Doctor. Are you to judge this cauſe, Mr. Preſident? 
 Preſ. To be ſu -u ſure Jam. What do you 
| th—th— think I pu—pu—purchaſed my pa—pa=place. 
| for? Where is the de —dc==Jdefendant 2: 


| Enter Figaro. 


Fg. Here I am at your ſervice. 
Doctor. Yes, that's the knave, 
Preſ. So, he—he— here is a cau—cau— cauſe 


f brought againſt you for a bre bre breach of ma 
! ma— marriage? | | 
If Fig. A breach of marriage! a mere Bagatelle. 
FT, Preſ. Ba—ba—bagatelle ! So breach of ma- ma 
! marriage with him is a mere ba —ba— bagatelle! Did. 
# you ſee Do- Do Double-fee, my cle—cle—clerk ? 
| Fig. Yes. That was a duty not to be neglected. 

| (Cignificantiy ? 
to Preſ. Oh! I coco—comprehend, He's not fo 


great a fo—fo—fool as J imagined. And do you th 
tb think you'll caſt the pla—pla—plaintiff ? 
Ng. Certainly, as you are one of the judges. 
Crier (entering). Room in the court for my lord the: 
\,ount ! | | 


* 
ov 
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Enter Count, with proper attendants, Baſil, Gardener, 
: and Aznes. | 


Count. Oh, noble Don Guzman, are you here? 
This trouble is unneceſſary. 
Freſ. Ma— ma marriage forms are ſa—ſa—ſacred 
things. | 
Ge, Call filence ! 
*Crier. Silence in the court! * 
Preſ. Read, Dou—Dou—Double-fee. 
Clerk. Jane, Maria, Marcelina, Angelica, Spinſter, 
againſt Figaro. —Here's no ſirname. 
Fig. Anonymous. 
Pref. Ano=no—no—nonymous ! I never heard 
that name betore. | 
Clerk. Againſt Figaro Anonymous, Of what pro- 
fe ſſion? 
Fig. Gentleman. 
Count. Gentleman! : 
Fig. Yes. I might have been born a prince if it had 
pleated heaven. | 
Cl.rk, The action is for a breach of promiſe of 
marriage; and the parties, contrary to all cuſtom, have 
no counſel, but intend to plead their own cauſe. 
Fig. And with reaſon, They are a ſet of gentle- 
men ſo very learned, they generally underſtand every 


thing but their briefs. —The queſtion before the court 
18 | 


Clerk. Tis not you to ſpeak : You are the de- 
fendant, | 
Preſ. Who pl—pl--pleads for the pl—pl—plaintiff * 
Doctor. I do. 2 . 
Clerk. You! 
Doctor. Yes, me. Li | 
Count. How! a doctor turned lawyer! 
Fig. Yes; and equally ſkilful in both. 
Clerk. Have you got the bond ? 
Doctor. Yes; here it is. 
Clerk, Read it. DOS | 
Doctor. I acknowledge to have received from Jane 


- © Maria Marcelina Angelica, the ſum of two thouſand 


* piaſtres, in the caſtle of Count Almaviva; which 
% tum 1 promiſe to pay to the ſaid Jane Mary 
| 3 +« Marceli 
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„ Marcelina Angelica on demand, and to marry her.” 
ſigned © Figaro.” —Never did cauſe more intricate, 
more intereſting, or of more conſequence come before 
this court, for 'tis not only for money borrowed, but 
for breach of promiſe, and concerns the lives, liberties, 


and properties of all the ſubjeQs in this domain. Nay, 


it concerns the univerſal good of mankind ; for ſurely 
this plaintiff is the moſt injured, from Alexander, that 
great and immortal man | | 

Count, Hold, doQtor, before you proceed, enquire 
if the defendant does not acknowledge the validity of 
the bond? | 

Preſ, Mr. Ano—no —nonymous, do you acknow+ 
ledge the validity of the bo- bo- bond? 


Fig. My lord, and gentlemen of the court, this 


cauſe is either founded on fraud, error, malice, or 
miſchief; for the words of the bond run thus, I] ac- 
* knowledge to have received the ſum of two thouſand 
* piaſtres from Jane Maria Marcelina Angelica, which 
* ſuin I premiſe to pay, er to marry her.“ 
Doctor. | lay tis and to marry her, 

Fig. I fay tis or. 

Doctor. And. 

Tig. Or. | 

Doctor. Well, ſuppoſe it is? 


Fig. No, doctor, I'll have no ſuppoſe, PI have it 


granted. 
Count. Let the ſecretary read the bond. | 
Preſ. Ay, do you read it, Dou-Dou-Double-fee. 


Clerk (reads). | acknowledge to have received 


_- 
-” 


from Jane Maria Marcelina Angelica the ſum of two 
„ thouſand piaſtres, in the caſtle of Count Almaviva 
« which ſum I prowiſe to pay the faid Jane Maria 


« Marcelina Angelica on demand, and or and or” — 


the word is blotted, TS 
Preſ. The word is blo- blo- blotted! | 
Doctor. The ſenſe of the phraſe is equally clear, fo 
the word or particle or means otherwiſe or either, or 
ſometimes before, as thus: | 
© Or ere the fun has climb'd the weſtern ſky, 
„ Tis fate decrees the victims all muſt die,” 
Fig. Pihaw! pſhaw! This is the language of pro- 
| phecy, 
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2 105 and ſpoken of the doctor's own patients. My 
ord, you have heard his orations, ſo claſſical, and conun- 
drums grammatical ; and now 

Count, We have heard enough. OR _— the 
Preſident, Council, and Count converſe.) 

Gardener, I am glad they have put an end to this 
prating. 

Marc. Their whiſperings bode me no good. That 
jade Suſan has corrupted the chief judge, and he is 
corrupting all the reſt. 

Count. As the promiſe of marriage is not fully eſtab- 
liſh:d, Figaro certainly remains at liberty to diſpoſe of 
his perſon. 

Fig. Excellent! then I am happy. 

Marc. : And I am anc rye ae 

Fig, 1 have gained the da 

| More. 1 NG it would HY 

Count. But as the bond clearly proves the ſum bor- 
rowed, he muſt pay it or marry her, in the courſe of 
the day. 

' Fig. Undone !- undone! 

Gardener, Thank you, my lord, thank your noble 
lordſhip! I am glad you are not to marry my niece. 
III go and tell her the good news, Exit. 

Crier Clear the court! 

Fig. Tis this Furzeball, this Fungus of a preſident, 
that has loſt me my cauſe. 

Preſ. There! he calls me a fu--fu—furzeball ! 
He calls me a fu-fu-fungus ! 

Fig. And now, depend on't, I'll never marry her, 

Pref. You muſt ma— ma—marry her. 

Fig. What, without the conſent of my noble pa- 
rents! 

Count, Who are they ? Name them. | 

Fig. I muſt firſt know where to find them. I have 
been ſeeking them theſe fifteen years. 

Doctor. What! a foundling ! : 

Fig. No, fir, not a foundling I was ſtolen by gip- 
ſeys ; but by the gold, jewels, trinkets, rings, and other 
valuables found upon me, they mult be noble, 


Count. Hold, fir ! this is too palpable. [Exit, 
| Pig. Beſides which, ] have the mark of a lobſter— 
| Mar. 


of 
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Mar. On your left arm ! 
Freſ. Of a lo—lo—lobſler ! 


Mar. *Tis he, tis he himſelf! *Tis my long-lofl _ 


Fernando ! 

Doctor. Ves, is Fernando! . 

Fig. Ob, fi ! ſhew me to my illuſtrious parents. 

Doctor. Il uſtrious! There behold thy mother. 

Fig. Mother ! Nurſe you mean ? | 

Doctor. Thy own mother, 

Fig. Explam. | 

Pref. This will be no ma==mam—imatch. 

Mar. Ay; and there=behold thy father. 

Fig. My father; the devil he is! 

Mar Ay, this was the cauſe of all my affection for 
thee. Did'ſt thou never find love plead powerfully 
within thee ? ; : 

Fig. Never. 

Mar. Come to my arms, for I dearly love thee |= 

This was the cauſe of all my fondneſs! 
Fig. And my aveiſion==InſtinQ is very powerſul. 
(embrace.) 


Enter Suſan, Gardener, and Agnes. 


Suſan. Here, Figaro, this will pay the bond. Oh! 
Jig. Oh Suſan! my dear, come back. 
Suſan. No; if you are ſo very fond of her, you had 
better marry her. | 
Fig. You are miſtaken, Suſan. 
Su/an. No, I am not mittaken—take that, and that. 
- ( Beats him.) 
Fig. Why, Suſan, my dear love, this is my mother. 
FSuſan. Mother! | 
| arc. Yes, my dear Suſan, I am his mother, and 
will-be a mother to thee too. Let me embrace thee. 
| Suſan, And wilt thou conſent that I ſhall wed my 
Figaro? " 
Marc, Moſt willingly. There is the promiſe. 
| | | [ Gives it. 
Suſan. And there is the portion. {Gives tbe purſe. 
Fig. Oh, my dear Suſan - My dear mother! 


cry crying; and I'n as great a fo fo fool as the beſt. 
| | Fig. 


N | 


Preſ. Ill be ha—ha—hanged if they are not cry— - 
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Fig. My dear father ! | 

Doctor. I your father ! Begone -I diſclaim you. 

Gardener, Why then, if you are his father, you're a 
Turkiſh Jew, and no chriſtian. 

Doctor. I diſown him. He robbed me of my ward, 
cheated ine of my money, and turned my witdom into 
ridicule, | 

Suſan. And arn't you glad to have a ſon wiſer than 
yourſelf ? I think you ought to be pleaſed to have a 
ſon a wiſe man. i 

Doctor. I'd have no man witer than myſelf. [Zxit. 

Gardener. Look you, I'm an old Caſtilian, and a 
good chriſtian; and unleſs your father and mother be- 
come man and wife, you ſhan't have my daughter. 
No. She ſhan't marry the child of _—_— 

Pref, The ch--ch—=child of nobody ! Did you ever 
hear ſuch an old fo fo fool? Why, don't you know 
that every ch-—ch—ch11d muſt be the ch- ch- child 
of ſomebody ? Have you lived to theſe ye—ye—years, 
without knowing that every ch—-ch—child muſt have 
a fa—fa—father ? [Exeunt different ways, 


O's 


Enter Figaro and Suſan. | 
Fig. Weir, dear Suſan, they're reconciled at laft, 


and theſe fo lately our implacable enemies, are now our 
beſt friends; and ſhe's to be married to the doctor to- 
morrow morning. | | 

Suſan. What unexpected happineſs ! 

Fig. Ay, all by chance. I was the child of chance. 
By chance I was got. By chance I was born. By 
chance I was loſt. By chance I am found. By chance 
I have lived; and by chance I ſhall die. | 

Suſan. And by chance you may come to be hanged. 


Fig. Or thou to be an empreſs. | w 
| | Suſan, 4 | 
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Suſan. No chance of that I believe. 

Fig, Tis not impoſſible. The monarch who rava- 
ges the earth, who fights for kingdoms, empires, and 
whole pride eats up whole nations, is not leſs the 
deen of chance, than the blind boy led by a dog, who 

eg 

. But ſuppoſe we quit this chance ſubject, 
_ talk of the other little blind boy, the little rogue 

upid? 

Fig True, true, my dear Suſan ! (Kiſſes her hand.) 

Suſan, Ah! Figaro, were thete Gays but durable 

Fig. Durable! May ten thouſand imaginary gal- 
lants haunt me by day and night, if X love for thee is 
not fincere, and as laſting as life! Tis fixed as ada- 
mant, | 

Suſan. Is it? then ſay no more; but let us endea- | 
vour to convert the iron bonds of matrimony into | 
flowery wreaths, which love ſhall teach us to bear 1 
lighily and cheerfully through life. 

Fig. And thus live a happy example to the married 


world. — But, Suſan, who's to go in diſguiſe to meet WA 
the Count at the pavillion ? not thee ! kf 
Suſan. No, that I won't I affure thee. - Wi 
Fig. No, let him wait and fret—an unreaſonable Ii 
poacher ! 1610 


Suſan. Ay, let him fret. I have no inclination to 
go, I aſſure you. | 
Fig Have n't you ? Is that the truth ? And doſt thou 
love me? . | 
Suſan. Ay, too much I believe. " 
Fig. That's impoſſible; for too much is not enough . 
in love's creed. | 
Suſan. T don't underſtand this over-refinement ; þ 
but feel that I ſhall love my huſband heartily. 1 
Fig. Wilt thou? Keep thy word, and put our mo- | 
dern wives to the bluſh. | i 
Suſan. Or rather, afford them a ſubjeQ for laughter; it 
for we ſhall be ridiculed moſt completely. 6 


| Enter Counteſs. h 
Lady. Ay. where-ever you ſtart one, you will find 

a pair. Figaro, the bridemen and maids are watung for 
you. 


pr” 


*- 


Fig. 
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Fig. Are they? Tl take my excuſe in my hand, 
They won't ſcold fo fweet an object. 

Lody. No, no. She muſt ſtay for us to contrive mat- 
ters for the rendezvous. Leave her for once. | 

Fig. Adieu, my Sulan. [ Kifjes his hand, and Exit. 

Lady. Well, now to prepare tor the pavillion. 

Suſan. Which pavillion is it ? There are two. 

Lady, Yes, but they are oppoſite each other. At 
what hour ſhall we meet? 

Suſan. I don't know, my Lady. Let me ſee. 

Lady. Ay, that muſt be fixed. Here fit down, take 


the pen and ink, and write—A new ſong to the tune of 


the twilight paſt the bel] had told. | 
© Suſan. (writing.) The twilight paſt the bell had 
« told“ Lord! Madam, what can this mean? 2 
Lady. Poſt thou think he will not underſtand thee ? 
Suſan, Oh! true, true, madam. But what ſhall I 
do to ſeal it? Here's neither wax nor wafers. 
Lady. Seal it with a pin, and write on the direction, 
return the ſeal. 
Suſan (avrites.) © Return the ſeal,” as a token that 
he underſtands us. But what ſhall I do? Can your 
lad yſhip give me a pin ? 
Lady. Ay, there's a pin. (She drops the page's 
ribbon. | | 
Suſan. Oh ! madam, here's the page's ribbon again. 
Lady. Would'ſt thou have me let him wear it? No: 


Il keep it to give to Agnes the firſt bouquet ſhe pre- 


ſents me with. 


Enter Page, dreſſed as a girl, Agnes, and fix others as 
« country laſſes. | 


Agnes. We are come preparatory to the nuptials, to 
preſent your lady ſhip with a noſegay. e 
Lady. As we can take but one, I'll fix here. (Takes 
the page's, and kiſſes his forchead.) Don't you think 
that girl reſembles the page exceedingly? (ade to Suſan.) 
Suſan. Yes, amazingly indeed. n:adam. | 
Page. What a precious kiſs! | feel it here. 
Gradener (without). Yes, my lord, I'm fure "twas 
him. The young rogue is diſguiſed amongſt the girls, 
for 1 found his hat and cockade in the baſket. 


* 


Enter . ? 1 


1, 
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Enter Count and Gardener. 


Gardener, Ha, ha! my little imp of wickedneſs, 
come along.-Here, my lord, here's a pretty virgin. 


Well, my lady, what do you fay to this ? | 
Lady. Well, my lord, I am as much ſurpiized as 
you. | afſure you I knew nothing of his being here; 


but fince you have found him, 'tis neceſſary to tell you 

the whole truth. The page was in my chamber this 
morning. We attempted a joke, which it ſeems thete 
, | girls have ſince put in practice. 


{ 


j 
' 
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CO 
4 


£ F 
4 i / 
s # 


* 


Count. And pray, madam, why was it concealed 
from me? Why was I not made acquainted with it? 

Lady. Becauſe when your paſſions are fo violently 
predominant, you are incapable of believing truth. 
Agnes. Oh! my lord, you know you came yeſter- 
day to my chamber, and you kiſſed me. 

Count. Huſh! | | | 

Agnes. And you ſaid, my pretty Agnes, if you'll 
love me, Fil give you any thing. Now, my lord, it 
: | phy give me Hannibal for a huſband, I'll love you as 
"| long as I live with all my heart. 


Gardener. You ſee, my lord, what a giddy young 
thing it is. 
Count, And very loving too. 


Gardener. Ay, my lord, her mother was jutt ſuch 
another, | 


Enter Figaro. 


Fig. Oh! mv lord, if you kcep all the pretty oils 
away, we ſhan't be able to prepare the dance. 


| Count. Dance ! why you can't dance I ſuppoſe ! 


Fig. Why not, my lord ? 

Count. What! with a ſtrain'd ankle? | 

Fig. Oh! that's a trifle, my lord; it's very well 
now. | 
Gardener, Yes, you always double yourſelf up when 
you take a Jump. | | 


Count. How unhappy the poor boy will be about 
his commiſſion ! 


. 


Count. Why am not I obeyed, you little raſcal?— | 


- Y Wt E Gardener, 


— OS — 
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Gardener. And how fortunate it was for you to light 
upon ſuch ſoft ground! | | 
Count, That—that—No, that's not it— that's a 
double letter from Marcelina, ſeven pages, twou'd do 
your heart good to read it. | | 
Gardener. And then, like a cat, you always fall 
upon your legs. 
{ Fig Why, my dear lord, what is the meaning of all 
this 
Gardener. Do you know this pretty blooming virgin, 
this modeſt lady? | | 
Fig. The devil !—Hannibal! 
Count. Ves, fir; Hannibal. 6 
Fig. Well, my lord, what riddle has he to expound ? 
"Count. No riddle, fir, but a truth. He affirms that 
iwas himſelf jumped out of the window. 5 
Fig. Does he ſo, my lord ? If he ſays fo, I dare ſay 
it- was ſo, 


Count. What, fir; two at a time! I 
Fig. Two, my lord! two hundred. One ſheep | 
leaps firſt, and the reſt follow of courſe. 


(Flouriſh, as if to prepare for proceſſion.) bf 
Count. Why are 5 not * ſir? 4 i 2 
Page. My "(vary | only waited to teach Agnes the 
love ſcene in the new comedy. | a 
Count. Well, fir, get you to your chamber, undreſs 
yourſelf, pull off your petticoats, and don't let me meet 
you abroad at your peril till | give you leave. 


Page. No matter. I bear that upon my forehead, ' IiWſ * 
which will compenſate for an age of e | 
| | | Ait. 

Count. His forehead! What does he mean? What 
can he bear off triumphantly on his forehead ? 5 


Lady. His officer's hat I ſuppoſe. Young people 
are fond of any new bauble. (The proceſſion bere follows, 
and after æ dence. ) (Suſan gives the letter to the 
Count.) | | 

Count. Sealed with a damn'd pin !- He throws it 
down, having pricked his finger in the opening it.) 

Fig. (io Marcelina.) Tue Count has received a lettę 
from ſomebody, ſcaled with a pin. li's a faſhion 2 
don't ſeem to 2dmre, 5 3 


%) 
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i Lady. Come with me, Suſan, Let us make haſte 
to change our dreſſes. [Exeunt Lady and Suſun. 
Count. (Having rem the letter turns to the coder.) 
Return the ſeal. (Picking up the pin) ? 
Fig. There's a value in every thing that appertains 
to a beloved object. You ſee the Count even ſtoops for: 
a pin. 
os Let the marriage articles be drawn out, my. 
dear Figaro, and I will ſizn them. 
Mar. and Fig. Thanks, gracious lord 
Bounce {going off ) Now I'll go and prepare my fire 
works near the pavillion in the garden, 
Count, Pavillion! Hold, hold, hold the counteſs- 
is not well enough to go abroad; ſo let them be played 


— —ʒ — 4 ir 
Fung OR * 
5 


off oppoſite to her window. (Exit Bounce.) The racal I 
was going to ſet fire to my rendezyous, [Exil. i 
Mar. ; "ng my dear ton, 1 hope to ſee you happy. 1 

] am extremely ſorry, my dear Figaro, to have been } 
the occaſion of creating you ſo much uneaſineſs and | 
jealouſy. | [ 
Fig. Jealouſy ! no, no. Jexlouly is the fooliſh child I" 

of pride, the paſſion of a madman z my philoſophy is fi 
invulnerable, | 
Enter Agnes. (Loeking avout.) | 1 


Tig. Ay, you may look; but Hannibal is not here 3 
now. | 
Agnes. I don't want to fee Hannibal; my buſine's 
ds with my couſin Suſan. | 


Fig. Ay! for what pray? >. : 
Agnes. Only to give her a pin. | 

b Fig. A pin! And how dare you to go upon ſuch ; 
errands? What! you are a perfect miſtreſs of your | 

p buſineſs already ! f 
| Mar. Ohl fie, ſon, for ſhame ! : | 
- Fig. Well, well, I did but jult—I know you are | 


going with it from the Count. | 
Agnes. Then ſince you know ſo well, why need 
ou aſk ? | : 

Fig. Only to hear what he ſaid when he gave it to 
you. | ; 


Ea: Agnes: 
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Agnes. Go, my pretty Agnes, ſays he, go to your 
couſin Suſan, and give her this pin, and tell her 'tis the 
ſeal of the new ſong, about the twilight in the garden, 
near the pavillion. | 

Fig. The pavillion ! 


Agnes. Ves, the pavillion. 2 IM 
Fig. Near the pavillion. Well, Agnes, go and give 

It to her. Execute your commiſſion juſt as he delved 
Agnes. To be ſure I ſhall. Lord! my eoufin takes 

me for a ninny I believe. | Exit. 


Fig. $0, mother! 
Mar. And ſo, ſon! 
Fig. Here's a pious daughter ſor you, and will 

make a moſt virtuous wife. 


Mar. Oh ſie, ſon, to make ſuch a piece of work 


about a pin 
Fig. A pin, that has wounded me to the heart! 


Mar. Fie, fon! Jealouſy you know is the paſſion of | 


_ 


a madman ; and you to have ſuch a weak mind! You, 
whoſe philoſophy is invulnerable! _ 

Fig. Well, be quiet Oh, Suſan, Suſan !—What— 
J will detect her, expoſe her, and abandon her to the 
whole world. 

Mar. What! without being convinced ! condemn 


her, without hearing her defence! unheard !==Art thou | 


ſure ſhe'll go to the rendezvous ? 


Fig. Well,. well, 1 will be pacified. But my | 


amorous count ſhall find, that I can be at the pavillion 
as ſoon as his lordſhip. | | | 


BE. -- 
| 

5 

| 


[Exeunt. | 
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| J 
| 
E- CEN» Conde 


Enter Agnes, with a dark lanthorn. 


| would not give me a morſel for him; ſo I was obliged 
to beg thele cakes and this orange of the butler. It 


Baſil. What time is it? 


Gardener. Tis almoſt the moon's riſing. + 


| 1-4 repay me. — Oh dear-! here's ſomebody coming. 
| 

| 38 

Preſ. Tis pl—pl—plaguy dark. 


| 1 Doctor. I think we look like a parcel of conſpirators. 


= Fig. You underſtand why you are brought here. 


= © Tis to be witneſſes of the conduct of my moſt virtuous - 
=_ bride, whom I am about to eſpouſe, and of the noble 
count, who ſo liberally and generouſly beſtowed her on 


= 2 me. | | 
| | Gardener. Ay, this will be precious revenge. 


reſpeQ— oy 
Fig. Paid to vice. 
Doctor. But he is a lord. 


Fig. And Jam a man. Ves, I am a man, if the 


Wi noQuraal ſpit of this woman does not make a monſter 
of me. 


7 


b has any conteſt with the great. Tis as bad as Don 


* +, bcat you about juſt as they pleaſe. 
T& YL” 3 5 Fig. 


—— — ́—GGůͤ — 


4 % ; 


Agnes. I wONDER where Hannibal is. He has + 
not half taught me my part, and he's almoſt ſtarved 
with ſtaying in that room; and the hard-hearted cook - 


f Coſt me a good kiſs of the cheek, but 1 know who will ; 
Exit into Pavillion. 


Enter Doctor, Figaro, Preſident, Gardener and Baſil. 


Doctor. Conſider, for, there has ever been a 


_- ” ere t TO 


Doctor. Well, but be ſatisfied. A wiſe man never 


L / Quixotc's conteſt with the windmill ; for they twirl and 


ne re 22; Hato owe ck £7 Tt dS i EIA.” 63? 
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Fig. And fo, becauſe my amorous Count is a noble- 
man, and I am only a domeftic, he thinks I am not 
entitled to the common rights of mankind. Fie, fie! 

How little it makes the great ones look! Thoſe they 
cannot degrade they endeavour to cruth. 

Doctor. There's ſomebody coming, ſo come away. 
None but a Fool would ſtay. 

Prej. No, none but a 8 would ſtay. So 
do- do doctor, do you hear? You may ſtay, and keep 
him co==co—company. [Exeunt Doctor and Preſident, 


Euter Counteſs and Suſan, 


Suſan. T heard ſomebody, I'm fure. i 
Lady No, 'twas nothing. Suſan? Ts not Figaro to 
be here ? | TO 

Suſan. Yes, I think I ſee him. 

Lady. VII ſtep into the pavillion there. I ſhall hear all. 
Suſan. And I'll go and take a walk. 'T will amuſe me. 
Fig. Oh! the cockatrice! 

Lady. It may give thee cold. | 
Suſan. No, I ſhan't take cold to-night. [ Exit, 
Fig. No, ſhe'll not take cold to-night, 


Enter Page. 


Page. Hey ! there's a female. Is it Agnes? No. 

Ey her long lappets and white feathers it ſhould be 

Suſan. Oh, my dear Suſan, let me give thee one kiſs 

ſor thyſelf, and a hundred for thy beauteous lady. F 
Lady. Oh fie! Hannibal, have done! 
Page. Tis in vain to anſwer no, ſince I have caught 

thee here alone. (She puts him away gertly, he kiſſes 

ber hand.) | | | 


Enier Count. : 
Count. Hey! Did I not hear ſomebody ? That 


damn'd infernal Page here again! | 

Page. But why ſo coy, Suſan? I know 'tis not _,, 
Figaro that is to meet you here, but my lord the count, 
I heard the appointment when I was in the great chair. 


(Figaro moves gently to the place they are tall 
ing, and my Lord goes to the ſame ſpot; a? 
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as the Page is running to get the Kiſs, be ſees 
my Lord, and ſlips * the 362 gets at the 


ſame time in his place, and receives a flap 
on the face—the Page laughs.) | 

Count. Since you are ſo fond of kiſſing, take that = 
Do ſuch ſalutations make the raſcal laugh: 

Fig. Twould be very odd, indeed, if ſuch faluta- 
tions were to make him cry. [Exit Page. 

Count. What an angel form! Oh, my ſweet Suſan, 
why doſt thou tremble ſo? 

Lady. But, my Lord, the Counteſs may find us. 
(laughs.) 

Count. You have got a cold. What a lovely hand 
is here ! How unlike is this to the Counteſs's! What 
rapture in the touch of theſe lovely, long, taper fin- 
gers! Let theſe kiſſes ſpeak my joy, my pleaſure ! 

Lady. You loved the Counteſs once, or you would 
not have taken the trouble to ſteal her from her 
guardian, 5 

Count. True, but three years better acquaintance 
has made the marriage ftate ſo reſpectable— then wives 


are ſo loving, that is when they do love, that they 


are ſurprized to find ſatiety, They expect to enſure our 


fidelity by being always wives, whereas ſometimes they 
thould become 


Lady. What, my Lord! 


Enter Suſan, and ſtands at the pavilion door 


Count. Our Miſtreſſes. Love is but the romance of 


the heart, pleaſure is its miſtreſs. My dear girl, I hope 
you'll not forget this leſſon. | 
Lady. Not J. 
Suſan. Nor I. 
Fig. Nor I. 
Count. What! are there echoes here? 
L.. 

Count. And, my dear Suſan, but one grain of cc m- 
/ pliance to thy compoſition, and tkou wilt be the meſt 
lovely, the moſt adorable, the moſt charming miſtreſs ! 

Lady. Tis my Cuty to obey my Lord. | 
"Fig. Her duty! Ob, the jac e! 
„ Cun'y 


— — — — — 
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Count. Ay, Suſan, woman's duty is unlimited. | 


Here's the portion ] promiſed thee ; and here's a ring, 
which I entreat thee to wear for my ſake. | 

Lady. Suſan accepts thy favours. 

Fig. Faithleſs jade! 

Lady. Sure, I ſee ſome torches coming this way! 

Count. They are preparatory to thy nuptials. Shall 
we ſtep into this pavillion ? | 

Lady. What! in the dak? 

Count, Why not? There are no ſpirits, 

Fig. Yes, there are, and evil ones too. (Fuft as 
they approach the pavillion Figaro cries hem ! then the 
Count puts ber in, and retires.) 

Count. Who goes there? 

Fig. A man. 


Count. Huſh! 'tis Figaro. I'Il be with you in | 


minute. 
Fig. Go, for a falſe, faithleſs, abandoned jade as 


you are - Who comes here? Tis the Counteſs— Oh, 


madan 


Enter Suſan. 


What bleſſed angel has ſent you here? You have no 


idea of what is going forward. You don't know that 


your moſt noble Count and my moſt virtuous bride are 


now at this inſtant together in the pavillion. 


Suſan. I'll fit you preſently for your ſuſpicions— |. 


Yes, I know more than you think I do, Figaro. 

Fig. And will you not be revenged, madam? _ 

Suſan. Yes, you know women's revenge is always in 
their own power. 2 Wn 

Fig. Eh! what does ſhe mean? That would be 
glorious revenge indeed On any other occafion, my 


reſpe&, my eſteem, my reverence for your Ladyſhip, | 


would forbid my entreaties. But now, upon my knees, 
my dear Lady, let me ſolicit the honour of you 
hand. | | FINS. 

Suſan. There—take it. (Smacks his face.) 

Fig. This is the day of ſtripes. 


; Suſan, And that—and that—you good for nothigg 


iaj A 


© 
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falſe-hearted fellow, to make love to me, thinking me 
to be the Counteſs 

Fig. Oh ! my dear Suſan, take thy revenge. Never 
did man or maſter ſuffer with greater extacy. Oh! 
bappy Figaro ! and doſt thou love me ? 

_ Suſan, Doſt thou want another proof)? 

Fig. Thine are proofs of love, my Suſan. The 

Count's were not quite ſo ſoft. 


Enter Count. 


Count. Now the coaſt ſeems a little clear; fo now 
to pay a viſit to my dear Suſan.——Hey ! what do I ſee ? 
the Counteſs ! 

Fig. There's my Lord, Obſerve and ſecond me. 

Count. A man with her! | 

Fig. Come, madam, let us no longer converſe of 
love, but retire, and enjoy love's treaſures, | 

Count. Hell! hell and damnation ! This is not to 
be borne ! | 
Fig. Oh, madam, upon my knees let me entreat. 
I could not have ſuppoſed you could have heſitated a 
moment. Why will you not revenge yourſelf for all 
the wrongs you have. ſuffered from a faithleſs man ? 
(He kiſſes her band, ſhe embraces him in extacy, the Count 
ſeizes bin by the collar, ſhe rurs into the pavilion.) 

Count. Villain ! whoe'er thou art—Have I caught 
thee ?—Lights ! lights! | 


Enter Servant. 


Servant. Here's the-page's commiſſion, my Lord. I 
could not find him. | a 
you raſcal! {Knocks down the com- 

miſſion, the man goes off. 


* 


Count. Get out, 


Enter Bounce, and Servants with torches. 


ws Count. Now, raſcal, declare before this company, 


| Dp 
4 


who the Lady is that went into the pavillion. 
Fig. Into that pavillion? % 
_. Count. No, no, no. Not that pavillion, but that. 
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Fig, That alters the caſe, my Lord, 


Count. Raſcal ! tell me this inſtant, or my juſt rage 


ſhall end thy treacherous exiſtence ! 
Fig. My Lord, the lady who went into that pavil- 


lion, is a lady whom my Lord once honoured with 
his addreffes, but who now, happening to love me more 


than my betters, has this day done me the honour of 

giving me the preference. „ 
Count. For once he tells truth. Ves, gentlemen, 

juſt now heard it from the mouth of his accomplice. 
Pref. Mo —mo—mouth of his ac—-ac—accomplice. 
Count. I drag the wretch to immediate conviction 


(Exit, and enters immediately with page) Come forth, 


madam. Come along, come along. 

All. Why this is the page. 

Counts The page! ( farting) Again and again, and 
everlaſtingly, that damn'd diabolical page! 

Preſ. This is the da da—damn'd dimmdimmJiabo}i- 
cal page. 

Count But you ſhall fee he was not alone, 


4 Oh no, my lot would have been hard indeed 
then. 


Count, (to Gardener) Go you and fetch the lady, 


Drag the wretch before the judge. | 
Gardener... Come forth, come along, madam. 
(Bringing Agnes out.) 
All, Why this is Agnes. 
Preſ. This is A—A—Agnes! 
Gardener. That's a very good joke indeed, my 
Lord, to be ſent in before all theſe folks for my own 
daughter. | 
Count. Tl find her Til warrant. (Going.) 4 
Doctor. (Stopping him.) No, no, Permit me to go. 
Count, No, you ſhan't. Let me go, I will paſs, 
Doctor. No, no, you are too paſſionate, my Lord 
(Goes in) Come along, come along. 
All. This is Marcelina. Ha, ha, ha! 
Preſ. This is Mce==1ma—Marcelina ! ” 
Count. Where is this daughter of infamy; who thus 


4 evades my fury ?—Oh ! here ſhe comes, bearing her 


g 9wn ſhame, and my diſhonour, 


mY 


Enter” 


* 
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1 Enter Suſan. 


Daclor. or? madam, don't fear, my Lord will 
excuſ& you. I dare fay my Lord's goodneſs will over- 
look and pardon. - 

| Suſan. Ay, py, my Lord, pardon us. (Kneels.) 

ww Fig. Ay, ſee we kneel, pray pardon us. (Page, Agnes, 
FF: _ and Fig. hneel,) | | | 

Cant. No, no, no! Though all the earth ſhould 
FF  K&acel andaſk, I'd refuſe. 


Enter Counteſs. 


; Lady. At leaſt I'll make one of the number. 
| mt. (Turning and flarting.) The Counteſs! 
Preſ. The Co—ComaCountels ! Oh! I coco 


* 


E acomprehend.. 
Count. The Counteſs! IT ſee Tm rightly ſerved. 
ws + generous pardon, my Lady, though unmerited. 
Lady. Now, my bord, was I to follow your exam- 
ple, I ſhould exclaim No, no, no! but my Lord no 
ſooner requeſts than I grant. 

Suſan, And J. 
g. And I. What! are there echoes here? 


Sgſan. There, Figaro, take the gold. xf - 
s deviliſh hard to get at. | 

Count. And the letter yqugent meme 

; S dictatędby dy. 

| Count. 1 re" 2 in her debt. 

| Doctor. Thus every man has his own again, 

| Bounce, And ſhall we throw the ſtocking ? N 

Lady. There's the garter. 5 


11 1 ä (Bounce is going to take it up.) 
| * Page. This, is mine, and who ſhall dare to take it? 
4 


Count. What ſo bold, my young champion? Pray, ; 
how did your yalour like the box of the ear I gave 


you ? 4 * 
Fig. Which I 2er received. Well, my 
Lord, 


1 


\ 


1 
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Hg. That alters the caſe, my Lord. 


Count. Raſcal ! tell me this inſtant, or my juſt rage 
ſhall end thy treacherous exiſtence ! | 


Fig. My Lord, the lady who went into that pavil- 


lion, is a lady whom my Lord once honoured with 


his addreffes, but who now, happening to love me more 
than my betters, has this day done me the honour of 
giving me the preference. | 

Count, For once he tells truth. Yes, gentlemen, 
I jut now heard it from the mouth of his accomplice. 

Pref, Mo- mo- mouth of his ac—-ac—accomplice. 

Count. I drag the wretch to immediate conviftion— 
(Exit, and enters immediately with page) Come forth, 
madam. Come along, come along. 


All. Why this is the page. 


Counts The page! ( flarting) Again and again, and. 


everlaſtingly, that damn'd diabolical page! 

Preſ. This is the da da- damn'd cimmdimnJiaboli- 
cal page. | 

Count But you ſhall fee he was not alone. 


ot Oh no, my lot would have been hard indeed 
then. 


Count, (io Gardener) Go you and fetch the lady, ; 


Drag the wretch before the judge. l 

Gardener.. Come forth, come along, madam. 
(Bringing Agnes out.) 

All, Why this is Agnes, 

Preſ. This is A—A—Agnes! | | 

Gardener. That's a very good joke indeed, my 
Lord, to be ſent in before all theſe folks for my own 
daughter. | | | 

Count. I'Il find her Tl warrant. (Going.) 0 

Doctor. (Stopping him.) No, no. Permit me to go. 

Count, No, you ſhan't, Let me go, I will paſs. 

Doctor. No, no, you are too paſſionate, my Lord 
(Goes in) Come along, come along. 

All. This is Marcelina. Ha, ha, ha! 

Preſ. This is Mc>=1na—Marcelina ! ©” 

Count. Where is this daughter of infamy who thus 
evades my ſury ?—Oh ! here ſhe comes, bearing her 
own ſhame, and my diſhonour, 


Enter 


ry 
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Enter Suſan. | 


| "— ; 
Door. Oh! madam, don't fear, my Lord will 
exculayou. I dare ſay my Lord's goodneſs will over- 


| look and pardon. - N | | 
Suſan. Ay, py, my Lord, pardon us. (Kneels.) 

wy Fig. Ay, ſee we kneel, pray pardon us. (Page, Agnes, 
end Jig. hneel,) | 
Can. No, no, no! Though all the earth ſhould 
KH  Knccl andaſk, I'd refuſe. 


Enter Counteſs. 


Lady. At leaſt I'll make one of the number. 
mt. (Turning and flarting.) The Counteſs! 
re. The Co- Co- ounteſs Oh ! I coco 
omprebend, / 5 5 
Count. The Counteſs! I ſee I'm rightly ſerved. 
generous pardon, my Lady, though unmerited. 
Lady. Now, my bord, was I to follow your exam 
ple, I ſhould exclaim No, no, no! but my Lord no 
ſooner requeſts than I grant. 
Suſan, And J. 
g. And I. What! are there echoes here? 
ASuſan, here's the portion my Lord promiſed 
you, and Fere's the ring he entreated you to accept. 
Oh! what dear, ſweet, long taper fingers! Oh! howag 
unlike are theſe to the Counteſs's. (Kifſes ber hand.) * 
Siſan. There, Figaro, take the gold. x © 
Fig. Tus deviliſh hard to get at. | 
Count. And the letter yqugent mow 


| Sufonexyyas s ditatedeby Y ndy. 
Count. — apt he ker debt. 
| Doctor. Thus every man has his own again, 


| Bounce, And ſhall we throw the ſtocking ? 
Lady. There's the garter. : 


Y = ( Bounce is going to take it up.) 
\ | 5 Page. This, is mine, and who ſhall dare to take it? 
4 
""" 


* 


Count. What ſo bold, my young champion? Pray, 
how did your valour like the box of the ear I gave 


you? F F 
2s received. Well, my 


Fig. Which I. 
5 Lord, 


# 


» 
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Lord, T think the examples of a few ſuch days as theſe 
would form an excellent ambaſſador! _ 
"418 Well, Mr. Preſident, what%do you fay to al] 
this! | 
Freſ. Sa- ſa— ſay to this! Oh, G 
hend. 8 3 
Fig. To ſee the bleſſings of Providence! But yeſ- 
terday I was a poor orphan, without friends or fortune; 
and to-day | have relations, gold, and a handſome wife. 
| (Shaking the purſe, 
Doctor. And friends will flock in abundance. ._. 
Fig. Do you think ſo? 
Doctor. I know ſo. | | 
Fig. Well, let them. They ſhall be welcome 
all | have, my wealth and my wife excepted 
Srjan by the hand, and leads her forward. 


Suſan. Enough the Follies of a Day can bring, 
So falt prolific Nature here does ſpring ; 
Yet, in one point Lwiſh to ſet you right, 
Tis at our, neighbours faults you laugh to- 
night ; 

We do not at one Engliſh folly glance, 
But merely ſhew you what is done in France. 
Your ſmiles can cheer us, and With genial 

Ta . 


y a of 
Alone do gild the Follies of a Day. 


4 


* ow 
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